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THE  FIGHT  FOR  R  GObD  JVIIFE. 


BY  .A.  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

m  •  %  i 

THE  HOLD-UP  ON  THE  DOME  ROCK  TRAIL. 

“Yaas,”  drawled  Dirty  James,  the  driver  of  the  Nortons 
stage  coach.  “Yaas,  neighbor,  what  you  say  is  gospel  truth, 
but  I  advise  yer  not  to  say  it  when  yer  get  to  Badtown  if 
yer  know  when  yer  well  off.” 

The  fussy  gentleman  on  the  driver’s  seat  fidgeted  nerv¬ 
ously. 

“Why,  bless  my  heart,  my  good  man,  I’m  not  saying 
anything  against  your  country !”  he  exclaimed.  “I  merely 
remarked  that  it  was  hot — that’s  all.” 

“You  said  ‘ez  hot  ez  a  glassmaker’s  melting  pot,’  that’s 
what  yer  said,  Mister,”  replied  Dirty  James.  “We  don’t 
allow  no  such  talk  ez  that  out  hyar  in  Arizona.” 

“Oh,  beg  pardon.  I  didn’t  mean  to  offend,  but  the  ther¬ 
mometer  must  stand  at  least  115  degrees  in  the  shade.” 

“It  don’t  make  no  difference  what  it  stands  at.  Yer 
don’t  know  because  yer  hain’t  got  one,  an’  the  guessin’  busi- 

nef-  don’t  go.” 

“Very  sorry.  Very  sorry  I  offended,”  said  the  lussy  man, 

twisting  nervously  in  bis  seat. 

“  Not  that  I  care,”  drawled  Dirty  James,  paying  no  at¬ 


tention  to  his  apology.  “It  don’t  make  no  difference  to  me, 
but  the  Badtown  boys  don’t  take  kindly  to  dude  talk,  no 
they  don’t.  Ef  yew  was  to  call  one  of  ’em  your  ‘good  man,’ 
same  ez  yew  called  me  jest  now,  I  kinder  think  yew  would 
stand  a  fair  chance  of  getting  plugged  with  a  lead  pill. 
Ha!  Ha!  Ha!” 

“Bless  my  soul !”  cried  the  fussy  man;  “are  they  so  par¬ 
ticular  as  all  that?” 

“In  Badtown,  yes.  I  hain’t.  I  meet  all  kinds  and  don’t 
keer  a  blame  what  they  say  to  me.  But  the  Badtown  boys 
is  particklar,  and  thar’s  no  denying  it.  Take  my  advice 
and  go  slow  with  that  phonograph  of  yours.” 

“With  what?”  demanded  the  fussy  man.  “I  don’t  know 
what  you  mean.  I  have  no  phonograph,  my  good — I  mean 
my  dear  sir.” 

“Ah,  go  on!  You  know.  I  mean  that  taking  machine 
of  yourn.  Pertater  trap,  if  you  like  it  better;  your  big 
mouth,  if  you  want  it  out  plain.” 

“Bless  my  heart,  what  language!”  gasped  the  fussy  gen¬ 
tleman,  drawing  himself  as  far  away  from  Dirty  James  as 
the  narrow  seat  would  permit. 

After  that,  he  made  no  attempt  to  talk,  hut  clung  nerv¬ 
ously  to  the  coach  seat  and  watched  the  black  clouds  gath¬ 
ering  in  the  northeast. 
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There  were  three  inside  passengers,  including  one  woman. 

There  were  also  two  others  on  the  outside. 

The  Nortons  coach  was  a  little  differently  arranged  from 

the  ordinary  western  stage.  It  had  a  high  seat  on  the  roof, 
with  an*  immense  green  umbrella  over  it  to  shield  the  pas¬ 
sengers  who  might  occupy  it,  from  the  sun.  Anyone  who 
knows  southwestern  Arizona  knows  how  necessary  this  is. 

This  is  undoubtedly  the  hottest  country  in  the  United 
States. 

They  used  to  tell  a  story  of  a  very  wicked  soldier  sta¬ 
tioned  at  Fort  Yuma,  who  died  and  went  to - ,  well,  to  a 

place  generally  supposed  to  be  very  warm.  Two  weeks  later 
the  soldier's  ghost  appeared  to  his  tent  mate  and  demanded 
his  overcoat,  declaring  that,  having  been  accustomed  to  the 
heat  of  Fort  Yuma,  in  his  present  place  of  residence  he 
was  suffering  from  the  cold. 

On  this  occasion  there  were  two  men  seated  under  the 
green  umbrella  on  top  of  the  stage. 

One  was  tall,  elderly  and  of  marked  appearance.  The 
other  was  a.  good-looking  fellow,  dressed  in  up-to-date  style, 
which  his  companion  certainly  was  not.  In  fact,  the  old 
man’s  clothes  were  decidedly  behind  the  times.  They 
looked  as  if  they  might  have  been  made  for  him  somewhere 
about  1840. 

He  wore  a  long-tailed  blue  coat,  which  buttoned  tight 
about  his  waist,  with  a  row  of  shining  brass  buttons.  He 
had  on  a  high  stand-up  collar  and  an  old-fashioned  “stock.” 
His  hat  was  of  white  felt  and  as  big  as  a  cowboy’s.  This 
last  was  quite  the  thing  in  his  present  situation,  by  the  way. 

Dirty  James,  the  driver,  wore  one  of  exactly  the  same 
style. 

But  enough  of  long  introductions. 

We  may  as  well  mention  right  here  that  these  two  men 
under  the  umbrella  were  none  other  than  the  far-famed 
Bradys,  the  crack  detectives  of  the  United  States.  New 
York  is  their  h6me,  although  their  business  takes  them  all 
over  the  world. 

What  had  brought  them  away  out  into  the  southwest 
corner  of  Arizona? 

That  we  shall  now  proceed  to  show. 

“  f  f  that  party  don’t  learn  to  keep  his  mouth  shut  and 
stop  asking  questions,  he  is  pretty  certain  to  get  himself 
into  trouble  in  Badtown,”  Young  King  Brady  remarked  in 
a  whisper  as  the  stage  jogged  on  over  the  desert. 

“Decidedly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you  know 
what  I  am  thinking,  Harry?” 

“No,  governor.” 

“That  he  may  be  our  man.” 

“The  idea  had  occurred  to  me,  I  must  confess.” 


“I  believe  it.  I  thought  so  when  we  first  left  Gila  City.” 

“Why  don’t  you  speak  to  him,  and  let  him  know  who  we 
are?” 

“Tima  enough,  Harry.  If  he  were  half  bright  he  would 
know  who  we  are.” 

“Why,  of  course.  He  must  have  seen  our  pictures.” 

“Unquestionably.” 

“Is  he  very  rich?” 

“They  say  Decimus  Bassett  is  worth  at  least  ten  mil¬ 
lions.” 

* 

“I  wonder  if  this  can  be  the  man?” 

“And  I  am  wondering  if  it  is  going  to  rain,  and  I  believe 
it  is,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  peering  out  from  under  the 
umbrella  at  the  gathering  clouds. 

Now  rain  in  Arizona  is  a  pretty  serious  business.  Often 
not  a  drop  falls  in  that  strange  country  for  months  to¬ 
gether.  When  it  does  start  in  raining,  it  does  business  for 
all  it  is  worth.  Old  dry  watercourses  suddenly  become  roar¬ 
ing  torrents.  Sandy  deserts. are  temporarily  transformed 
into  lakes.  Whole  towns  have  been  washed  away,  and  as 
for  stage  coaches,  two  years  before  the  Nortons  stage  was 
swamped  on  the  “Dome  Rock  Trail,”  over  which  it  was  now 
traveling,  and  not  a  soul  on  board  escaped,  the  wreck  of 
the  stage  turning  up  at  Fort  Yuma,  in  the  Colorado  River, 
later  on. 

“Driver,  what  do  you  think  about  the  weather?”  de¬ 
manded  Old  King  Brady,  looking  out  from  under  the  um¬ 
brella  again. 

“Kean’t  say !”  growled  Dirty  Jim,  giving  the  off  horse  a 
cut. 

“Do  you  think  it  will  rain?” 

.“It’s  rainin’  now,  pard.” 

“  Over  where  those  black  clouds  are  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  mean  here.” 

“Hard  to  say.”  *  / 

“Do  you  think  the  clouds  will  work  over  this  way?” 

“If  they  do,  it  will  rain.” 

“But  will  they?” 

“Judge,  I  dunno.”  ‘  1 

“When  did  it  rain  last?” 

“  'Bout  six  months  ago.” 

Then  the  chances  are  against  it.” 

“Dead  against  it.  Them  clouds  work  up  till  they  strike 

the  Dome  Rock  Range,  and  then  they  are  throw'd  back. 
That's  the  way  of  it.” 

“Suppose  they  are  not  thrown  back?” 

“Then  it  will  rain.” 
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“I  wish  it  might,”  put  in  the  fussy  man.  “It  would  cool 
the  atmosphere  and  make  it  much  pleasanter.” 

“Haw!  Haw!  Haw!”  laughed  Dirty  James.  “Cool  the 
atmosphere !  That  s  a  good  one !  Haw  !  Haw  !  Haw  !” 

“Well,  my  friend,  what  are  you  laughing  at  now?”  de¬ 
manded  the  fussy  man.  “Does  not  rain  usually  cool  the  at¬ 
mosphere,  may  I  ask?” 

Of  course,  such  is  usually  the  case.  But  out  in  Arizona 
everything  appears  to  be  different  from  everywhere  else. 
Often  the  hottest  time  there  is  directly  after  rain.  The 
fussy  man,  of  course,  did  not  know  this.  He  was  new  to  the 
country.  He  was  to  learn  a  lot  about  Arizona  before  he 

J 

4  ♦ 
got  through  with  this  trip. 

Right  in  the  midst  of  his  guffaw,  Dirty  James  suddenly 

* 

stopped  laughing.  He  looked  off  at  the  Dome  Rock  Range 
with  an  expression  of  anxiety  on  his  face. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“Matter  enough!”  cried  the  driver,  cutting  his  horses 
with  the  whip.  “Them  clouds  has  got  over  the  Dome.” 

“And  that  means  rain?” 

“Rain!  Didn’t  I  tell  yer.  Yew  jest  wait  and  see.” 

Dirty  James  knew  his  business.  The  black  clouds  having 
passed  the  Dome,  which  was  a  vast  stretch  of  rounded  rocks 
which  crowned  the  distant  mountain  ridge,  came  sweeping 
over  the  desert  with  a  rapidity  altogether  amazing. 

The  stage  was  now  crossing  a  deep  sandy  basin  of  consid¬ 
erable  extent.  This  basin  was  actually  nothing  else  but  the 

,  * 

bed  of  an  ancient  lake. 

Dirty  James  had  seen  it  full  of  water  before,  and  had  no 
desire  to  be  caught  in  it  now. 

“G’lang  !  G’lang !  G’lang !” 

He  laid  the  whip  on  to  the  leaders  with  a  vengeance.  The 
horses  dashed  on  over  the  desert  for  all  they  were  worth. 

In  the  distance  a  flock  of  birds  could  be  seen  shooting 
southward.  Coyotes  were  howling,  and  every  now  and  then 
a  jack-rabbit  would  spring  across  their  path. 

It  grew  darker  and  darker. 

The  'stage  was  almost  out  of  the  basin  when  the  first 
heavy  drops  began  to  fall. 

“You  better  crowd  inside,  gents.  They’ll  have  to  make 
room  for  you  somehow,”  Dirty  James  remarked. 

The  fussy  man  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity.  The 
Bradys,  however,  announced  their  intention  of  holding  their 
seats  under  the  umbrella,  each  drawing  on  a  thin  rubber 
coat  for  protection  against  the  coming  storm. 

And  it  came ! 

Such  a  stdrm  King  Brady  had  never  witnessed  before. 
There  was  a  brief  rush  of  wind,  which  swept  the  sand 
around  the  stage.  Then  the  rain  fell  in  torrents  tubfuls, 


rivers,  oceans  of  it.  In  an  amazingly  short  time  the  stage 
was  running  through  water  up  to  the  hubs  of  the  wheels. 
The  horses  went  wallowing  through  it  the  best  they  could. 
The  Bradys  huddled  together  under  the  umbrella.  Dirty 
Jim  pulled  an  old  blanket  over  him  and  began  to  crack  his 
whip. 

V 

“Nine  miles  to  Badtown !”  he  bawled.  “If  this  yere 
sort  of  thing  don’t  stop,  we  will  be  swept  into  the  Colorado 
before  we’ve  gone  five !” 

On  stumbled  the  horses ;  on  dragged  the  coach.  The  sand 
was  all  mud  now,  and  the  mud  made  it  mighty  hard  going, 
and  the  Badtown  stage  was  right  at  the  worst  of  it  when 
all  at  once  they  came  to  a  huge  pile  of  rocks  tumbled  right 
in  their  path. 

“Say,  gents,  some  sez  ez  heow  them  thar  rocks  was  onct 

a  building  in  the  days  of  Montezuma !”  cried  Dirty  James. 

% 

“Of  course,  I  don’t  know  nothing  about  it  myself,  but - 

Oh,  gee  whiz!  Holy  jumping  Jerusalem!  What  are  we 
up  against  now'?” 

“We  are  up  against  a  hold-up,  and  that’s  what !”  Old 
King  Brady  cried. 

It  was  nothing  else. 

Ten  masked  men  suddenly  rode  out  from  behind  the  pile 
of  stones.  They  were  mounted  on  sturdy  bronchos  and  each 
carried  a  long-barreled  rifle  of  the  old  style.  Several  wore 
their  hair  long,  hanging  down  over  their  shoulders.  The 
leader’s  hair  was  particularly  long.  He  wrore  a  Mexican 
serape,  or  cloak,  and  a  white  hat  wdth  a  stiff  broad  brim,  all 
hung  with  little  bells. 

“Hold  your  horses,  Dirty  Jim!”  he  shouted.  “You  two 
on  the  box  seat,  up  hands,  or  you’re  dead  men !” 

“Get  your  hands  up,  Harry !”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 
“Remember  the  fake  roll,  my  boy.” 

As  is  well  knowm,  the  Bradys  always  travel  prepared  for 
all  emergencies.  Each  had  a  roll  of  bills  for  just  this  occa¬ 
sion.  As  for  their  valuables,  if  the  hold-up  men  could  find 
them,  they  would  do  well. 

In  an  instant  the  stage  wras  surrounded.  A  fearful 
thunderclap  came  just  as  Dirty  James  reined  in.  But 
above  the  roar  and  rattle  of  the  thunder  the  frightened 
passengers  over  the  Dome  Rock  trail  heard  the  startling 
cry: 

“Hands  up,  gents!  Hands  up!  or  we  will  send  you  to 
blazes  schooner  rigged !” 

CHAPTER  II. 

NIGHT  IN  BADTOWN  WITHOUT  A  BED. 

“Keep  perfectly  cool,  Harry.  We  will  get  out  of  this  all 
right,”  Old  King  Brady  remarked. 


4 


THE  BRADYS  IN  BADTOWN. 


“Oh,  1  am  not  a  bit  afraid,  governor.  It’s  only  the 
delay.” 

“Stop  that  talk  up  there  on  the  box!  You  long-legged 
old  duffer,  get  down  hyar  with  your  son  and  shell  out  first !” 

“Certainly,  sir.  Anything  to  oblige,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

He  climbed  down  in  the  rain,  Harry  following  him.  The 
stage  door  was  thrown  open. 

“Is  Mr.  Decimus  Bassett  hyar?”  the  man  with  the  long 
hair  and  the  bells  on  his  hat  called  out. 

Evidently  the  Bradys  had  been  mistaken.  Nobody  an¬ 
swered  to  the  name  of  Decimm  Bassett. 

“Is  Mr.  Decimus  Bassett  hyar?”  the  leader  called  again. 

Still  there  was  no  answer. 

“He  hain’t  here,  boys!”  the  leader  sang  out. 

“So  I  s'posed,”  replied  another  of  the  outlaws. 

“Telled  you  so  at  the  start !”  still  another  said. 

“Let’s  do  business  and  light  out !”  cried  a  fourth. 

“Right!”  said  the  leader.  “Gents,  Fll  trouble  you  to 

pass  over  your  valuables,  and  be  quick  about  it,  for  we 

* 

hain’t  got  no  time  to  fool  away.” 

“Why,  this  is  an  outrage !”  cried  the  fussy  man.  “I  pro¬ 
test  against  it.  Driver,  aren’t  you  going  to  do  something? 
Are  we  to  stand  up  in  a  row  and  be  robbed  like  this  ?” 

“You’ll  have  to  take  your  medicine,  pard,”  returned 
the  driver.  “I’m  not  bucking  against  Happy  Jack  this 

trip.” 

“Shut  your  mouth,  or  I’ll  plug  your  mouth  with  a  lead 
pill !”  the  man  with  bqlls  on  his  hat  roared. 

“Dumb  from  this  on!”  said  Dirty  James.  “Go  ahead 
with  your  work,  boys,  and  let  me  get  out’n  this.” 

“Why,  I  really  believe  that  wicked  man  is  standing  in 
with  the  thieves !”  the  fussy  man  called  out.  “I  protest 
against  this.  I  shall  complain  to  the  owners  of  the  stage 

line.  I - ” 

He  got  no  further.  The  butt  of  a  rifle  laid  across  the 
side  of  his  head  reduced  him  to  silence.  There  was  no  other 
kicker  in  the  stage.  The  remaining  inside  passengers  were 
all  old  Arizonians  and  well  used  to  this  sort  of  thing.  They 
gave  up  quietly.  So  did  the  Bradys — their  fake  rolls. 

In  the  darkness  and  storm  their  true  character  was  not 
discovered. 

The  last  to  be  tackled  was  the  fussy  man.  They  had 
to  search  him.  The  only  tiling  he  would  give  up  was  his 
watch.  Quite  a  thick  wad  of  greenbacks  was  taken  from 
him,  however.  Then  out  of  an  inside  pocket  came  a  leather 
wallet,  well  stuffed  with  papers.  Across  the  face  of  it  in 
gold  letters  the  name  “Decimus  Bassett”  was  printed. 


“Upon  my  word!”  cried  the  leader  of  the  bandits.  “So 
you  are  the  man?” 

The  fussy  little  man  was  deathly  pale  now.  He  stood 
trembling  from  head  to  foot  and  never  said  a  word. 

“You  are  Decimus  Bassett?”  demanded  the  bandit  again. 
“Well,  what  if  I  am?” 

“You  are  the  owner  of  the  Eureka  mine?” 

“Well,  as  I  said  before,  what  if  I  am?” 

“Your  son  wants  to  see  you,  Mr.  Bassett,”  said  the  bandit 
with  a  sneer. 

“And  I  want  to  see  my  son.” 

“No  doubt.”  '  *.;■  M  | 

“Can  you  tell  me  where  he  is?” 

“I  can.” 

“Do  so,  and  I  will  reward  you  well.” 

“I  shall  do  more  than  that.” 

“How  more?” 

“I  shall  take  you  to  him.” 

“What  ?” 

“Oh,  you  heard  me.” 

“But  I  don’t  want  to  go.” 


“It  doesn’t  make  any  difference  what  you  want.  You 
must  go.” 

“Does  that  mean  that  I  am  a  prisoner?” 

i 

“It  means  that  your  friend  Mellor  wants  to  see  you.” 
“My  friend?” 

“Is  he  not?” 

“Don’t  speak  it.  The  traitor.  If  I  thought  yTou  were 

Matt  Mellor  behind  that  mask  I - ” 

“Well,  what?” 

“I’d  spring  at  your  throat  and  strangle  you  !” 

“Ha  !  Ha  !  Boston  boasts  !  The  spirit  of  Bunker  Hill 
is  aroused!” 

“Then  beware  of  it.” 

“Old  man,  you  are  bold.” 

“I  am  desperate.” 


^  ou  are  not  such  a  fool  as  y’ou  look.  We  shall  have 
to  take  extra  care  of  you.” 

Oo  you  mean  to  force  me  to  accompany^  you  to  the 
mountains  ?” 

“I  do.”  '  j 

“I  refuse  to  go.” 

^  ou  v  ill  have  to  go.  Tie  him  up,  boys.  We  can’t  waste 
time  here.” 


.Mr.  Decimus  Bassett  put  up  quite  a  respectable  fight  for 
a  few  minutes.  It  amounted  to  nothing,  however.  'Hie 
bandits  soon  tamed  him  down.  He  was  lifted  upon  a  horse 
and  tied  there. 

Preparations  were  being  made  by  the  bandits  for  an  im- 
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mediate  start  when  they  suddenly  missed  the  two 

Bradys.  > 

\ 

“Where  are  them  two  fellers ?”  the  one  called  "Happy 
Jack"  by  the  driver,  sang  out. 

Nobody  knew.  They  had  been  standing  there  a  minute 
before  and  now  they  had  disappeared.  If  they  had  been 

of  any  importance  to  the  plans  of  the  bandits  an  effort 
would  have  been  made  to  find  them.  As  it  happened,  they 

were  not.  They  mounted,  and  the  order  was  given  to  start. 

As  they  went  dashing  by  the  pile  of  rocks  styots  rang  out. 
“This  way  !  Here  they  are  !  Shoot  ’em  down  to  a  man  !” 
a  powerful  voice  cried. 

The  horse  upon  which  Mr.  Decimus  Bassett  rode  was 
shot  from  under  him.  So  was  Happy  J ack’s.  As  the  leader 
pitched  forward  on  his  face,  the  shots  from  behind  the 
rocks  came  again. 

Some  of  the  passengers,  plucking  up  courage,  joined  in 
and  fired,  too.  Panic  among  the  bandits  was  the  result. 
In  the  darkness  and  storm  they  thought  they  had  been  at¬ 
tacked  by  a  large  force.  Several  were  seriously  wounded. 
Happy  Jack  got  another  horse  behind  one  of  his  men  and 
gave  the  cry  for  a  hasty  retreat.  Away  they  dashed  through 
the  water,  leaving  their  prisoner  behind  them. 

Meanwhile,  no  force  of  armed  men  had  appeared  from 
behind  the  rocks. 

As  the  bandits  vanished,  an  old  man  and  a  young  one 
came  strolling  out  into  view.  They  were  the  Bradys,  of 
course.  The  stampede  had  been  created  by  them  alone. 

“By  gracious,  them’s  the  bucks  to  do  the  business!” 
Dirty  James  called  out;  “but  if  you’d  a-know’d  you  was 
up  against  Happy  Jack  Hyer’s  gang,  you  wouldn’t  have 
dared  1” 

I  ' 

The  Bradys  paid  no  attention  to  these  remarks.  Just 
then  Old  King  Brady  was  busy  with  Mr.  Decimus  Bassett. 
The  unfortunate  Bostonian  was  half  drowned.  There  he 
lay  tied  to  the  dead  horse,  floundering  in  the  water.  -  Old 
King  Brady  set  him  free  and  stood  him  on  his  feet.  The 
man’s  fussiness  was  all  gone  now.  Nor  did  he  appear  to  be 
greatly  frightened.  It  was  more  of  a  determined  look  on 
his  face.  >  ' 

“You  have  done  me  a  great  service,  sir,  you  and  your 

son,”  he  said. 

“The  young  man  is  not  my  son;  he  is  my  business  part¬ 
ner,”  was  the  reply. 

“Oh.  'ndeed  !  Still  the  service  is  the  same.” 

“It  is  kind  of  you  to  say  so.” 

“Oh.  I  rrn-an  it.  Those  men  would  have  held  me  for  ran¬ 
som  ir  the  mountains,  where  they  already  hold  my  son.” 

“It  h  a  serious  case,  Mr.  Bassett.” 


“More  so  than  you  have  any  idea  of.  That  is  why  I 
denied  my  identity.” 

“You  were  quite  right.” 

“All  aboard,  gentlemen  !’”  cried  the  driver.  “We  must 
be  on  the  move.” 

It  had  stopped  raining  now,  and,  as  Dirty  Jim  predicted, 
it  was  hotter  than  ever.  And  this  in  the  dark,  too,  for  the 
sun  had  now  gone  down. 

The  Nortons  stage  rolled  on  into  Badtown  ten  miles 
further  along  the  trail.  All  the  way  Dirty  James — so  the 
driver  was  invariably  called — regaled  the  Bradys  with  sto¬ 
ries  of  the  bold  doings  of  the  Happy  Jack'  Hyer  band  of 
outlaws. 

i 

“You  fooled  ’em  completely.  You  made  ’em  believe  there 
was  a  big  squad  of  you  behind  the  rocks,  or  they  would 
never  have  took  off  the  way  they  did,”  he  said  again  and 
again.  1 

i 

Ten  years  before,  Badtown  had  been  one  of  the  most 
notorious  places  in  Arizona.  That  was  in  the  days  of  the 
boom.  Gold  in  large  quantities  was  then  believed  to  have 
been  struck  among  the  mountains  of  the  Dome  Rock  Range. 
There  was  a  great  rush  for  the  new  camps,  as  usual. 

Badtown  became  the  starting  point.  It  was  a  convenient 
place  to  camp  before  setting  out  on  the  mountain  trail. 
Here  a  town  speedily  grew  up.  Although  the  rush  was  all 
over  now,  Badtown  still  held  its  own,  after  a  fashion. 
There  were  good  mines  being  worked  in  the  Dome  Rock 
Range.  More  of  these  later.  At  present  we  must  join 
the  Bradys  and  Mr.  Decimus  Basseft  at  the  stage  office. 

Here  they  stood  looking  at  what  had  once  been  the  Phoe¬ 
nix  Hotel.  This  was  Badtown’s  principal  house  of  enter¬ 
tainment.  It  was,  in  fact,  the  only  hotel  of  any  account. 
Now  it  was  of  no  account  for  anything  but  binding  wood. 
A  mass  of  blackened  ruins  occupied  the  site  of  the  Phoenix 
Hotel. 

“Well,  this  is  a  bad  job,”  remarked  Mr.  Decimus  Bas¬ 
sett,  clutching  a  dress  suit  case'  which  the  outlaws  never 
overhauled. 

“Very,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“When  did  it  burn,  do  you  know?” 

“Why,  the  man  in  the  stage  office  says  it  was  struck  by 
lightning  during  the  storm.” 

“Bad  enough!  I  intended  to  stop  here.” 

“So  did  we.” 

“Where  can  we  go  now?” 

“I  understand  there  is  no  room  to  be  had  in  town.” 

“Worse  yet.” 

“The  Phoenix  was  full,  and  the  guests  have  now  filled 
everything  else  up.” 
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a\Ye  must  do  something.” 

“Firtd  thing  is  to  get  something  to  eat,”  remarked  Young 
King  Brady.  “For  my  part,  I  am  half  starved.” 

“I  shan’t  object  to  a  good  dinner,”  said  Mr.  Bassett. 

“Well,  you  won’t  get  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The 
best  we  can  do  is  to  tie  up  in  the® Howling  Coyote’  saloon.” 

“Cheerful  name,”  chqckled  Mr.  Bassett.  “Where  does 
this  ‘Howling  Coyote’  keep  himself?” 

“  Down  the  street  where  you  see  that  red  light.” 

“Then,  my  dear  sir,  let  us  go  there  and  get  something 

to  eat,  by  all  means;  but  it  must  be  understood  that,  on 

> 

this  occasion,  you  dine  with  me.” 

“As  you  will,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“May  I  enquire  your  name?”  Mr.  Bassett  asked. 

“We  are  the  Bradys,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

“The  Bradys?” 

“Yes,  sirY  ; 

“Well!  Well!” 

“You  seem  surprised.” 

“I  am  surprised  at  myself.” 

“How  so?” 

“For  being  such  a  fool.” 

“Don’t  be  too  hard  on  yourself,  Mr.  Bassett.” 

“Of  course,  I  might  have  known  that  you  were  the 
Bradys.  1  have  seen  your  pictures  often  enough.” 

“And  vou  knew  we  were  coming  to  Badtown?” 

“Assuredly,  since  you  came  here  on  my  business.” 

“Just  so.  Out;  appointment  was  at  the  Phoenix  Hotel 
this  evening  at  eight  o’clock.” 

“And  here  we  are  an  hour  late,  and  no  hotel.  I  can 
understand  your  prompt  and  brave  action  now,  gentlemen.” 

“Don’t  mention  it,  please.” 

“I  undoubtedly  owe  my  liberty  to  you,  and,  perhaps,  my 
life.” 

“And  we  shall  owe  our  dinner  to  you,  Mr.  Bassett.  Let 
us  get  down  to  the  ‘Howling  Coyote’  as  quick-  as  possible, 
for  I  expect  the  crowd  will  devour  all  the  food  in  the  place. 
They  hurried  along  the  main  street.  It  was  just  such  a 
street  as  one  sees  in  most  Arizona  towns  of  new  growth. 

The  houses  were  all  frame  and  nearly  all  had  stores  on  the 
ground  floor.  Some  were  stores  only,  and  had  no  upper 
rooms.  These  had  what  were  termed  false  fronts;  that  is, 
the  front  was  built  to  the  height  of  two  stories,  with  blinds 
covering  dummy  windows.  These  false  fronts  were  sup¬ 
posed  to  make  the  buildings  more  imposing.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  they  made  them  look  very  absurd.  The  “Howling 
Coyote”  saloon  was  not  one  of  these.  It  was  actually  a 
two-story  building,  and  a  good  big  one  at  that. 


There  was  a  variety  theater,  a  bar,  a  gambling  room  and 
rooms  for  lodgers  all  •  crowded  together  under  one 
roof. 

Of  course  the  “Coyote”  covered  a  good  deal  of  ground.  It 
was  always  well  filled  in  the  evening,  but  on  this  night  it 
was  simply  packed.  Men  and  women  were  crowding  in  and 
out  through  the  big  swing  doors.  Along  the  bar  they  were 
ranged  three  and  four  deep. 

\ 

The  fire  had  brought  miners  down  from  the  mountains 
and  in  from  the  outlying  camp.  They  were  here  to  make  a 
night  of  it. 

Of  course,  the  managers  of  the  “Howling  Coyote”  were 
not  kicking. 

From  the  way  the  whiskey  was  disappearing  it  bid  fair 
to  be  a  lively  night. 

“Shall  we  stop  here  and  take  one  of  these  tables?”  asked 
Harry.  “The  dining  room  seems  to  be  full.”  ' 

“I  guess  we  had  better,”  remarked  Mr.  Bassett. 

“We  might  take  take  one  of  the  tables  in  the  theater,” 

t 

said  Old  King  Brady.  “Heavens,  how  that  woman  does 
howl !” 

They  could  see  the  theater  opening  off  at  the  end  of  the 

r 

bar  room.  There  was  a  long  run  of  seats  but  partiallv 
filled  with  tables  at  the  sides.  At  the  end  was  the  stage. 
Here  a  young  woman  in  tights  and  spangles  was  prancing 
about,  singing  a  comic  song.' 

“I  think  we  had  better  stay  here'”  said  Mr.  Bassett. 
“We  shall  attract  less  attention,  and  I  have  a  lot  to  say  to 
you.” 

“Very  well,  sir,”  returned  Old  King  Brady. 

They  picked  out  a  table  and  seated  themselves.  To  put 
the  waiters  in  good  humor  Old  King  Brady  called  for  beer, 
which  nobody  drank.  Just  then  four  dark-looking  for¬ 
eigners,  with  harp,  flute  and  violins,  entered  the  bar  room. 
They  took  up  their  place  in  a  convenient  corner  and  be^an 
to  play.  The  music,  the  singing  in  the  theater,  the  loud 

voices  at  the  bar,  all  helped*  to  make  a  perfect  babel  of 
sound. 

“Lively  place  this,”  remarked  Mr.  Bassett. 

“Wail  till  the  whiskey  gets  to  ttork,”  replied  Old  King 

Brady.  “It  will  be  lively  enough  before  we  get  through. 

^ 011  Wl11  find  lt  is  no  joke  to  put  in  a  night  in  Badtown 
without  a  bed.” 

But  there  was  no  other  way.  Money  might  have  bought 

them  beds  if  they  had  only  known  where  to  look.  But  they 

dul  not,  and  under  the  circumstances  the  “Howling  Coyote" 

was  about  as  good  a  shelter  as  they  could  expect  to 
find. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE  RAID  OF  THE  “HAPPY  JACK  HYER”  GANG. 


Say  what  you  like  about  the  “Howling  Coyote,”  they  did 
put  out  pretty  good  meals. 

The  place  could  never  have  held  its  popularity  if  they  had 
not.  There  is  nobody  more  particular  about  his  eating  than 
the  lucky  miner,  with  a  bag  of  gold  dust  in  his  pocket. 

V 

The  Bradys  ordered  a  beefsteak  and  got  a  fine  one.  The 
coffee  was  good,  and  the  potatoes  and  onions  well  cooked. 

Oh,  the  “Howling  Coyote”  could  do  it  up  in  good  shape 
when  it  chose ! 

\ 

Over  the  meal  the  Bradys  and  Mr.  Bassett  began  to  talk 
business.  All  the  detectives  knew  of  the  Boston  man’s 
affairs  was  contained  in  a  telegram  sent  to  them  in  New 
York  less  than  a  week  before.  The  despatch  asked  if  they 
could  meet  him  at  Badtown  on  this  particular  night.  It 
added  that  they  were  wanted  on  a  case  of  great  importance, 
and  that  they  would  be  liberally  paid.  Not  being  particu¬ 
larly  busy  at  the  time.  Old  King  Brady  wired  back  that 
they  would  be  in  Badtown,  Arizona,  on  the  date  named. 
Next  mail  came  a  draft  of  $500  to  cover  expenses.  The 
Bradys  cashed  the  draft,  and  here  they  were. 

“And  now,  gentlemen,”  said  Mr.  Bassett,  “I  want  to  tell 
% 

you  my  story,  so  that  you  may  know  just  what  it  is  I  want 
vou  to  do  for  me.” 

t  _  •'*  * 

“I  am  the  principal  owner  of  a  gold  mine  called  the 

Eureka,  located  in  the  Dome  Rock  Range.  If  you  ask  me 

i  f.  / 

just  where  this  mine  is  situated,  strangely  enough  I  can¬ 
not  tell  you,  and  yet  it  stands  me  in  a  good  $50,000. 

“I  took  this  property  for  a  debt.  I  came  into  possession 
about  a  year  ago.  It  was  understood  that  the  mine  had 
just  begun  to  pay  and  that  flie  chances  of  its  proving  a 
success  were  very  good. 

“As  I  had  no  time  to  visit  Arizona  myself  I  engaged  a 
man,  whom  I  believed  to  be  a  competent  miner,  to  go  out 
and  take  charge  for  me.  His  name  was  Matthew  Mellor. 
He  had  spent  years  in  Arizona,  and  came  highly  recom¬ 
mended  to  me.  You  are  following  me,  gentlemen?  I  want 
vou  to  understand  just  what  the  situation  is.” 

“We  are  following  you  closely,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Go  OD.” 

“  M  v  instructions  to  Mr.  Mellor  were  to  proceed  to  Tucson 
and  there  take  from  the  bank  the  papers  relating  to  the 
Eureka  mine,  which  had  been  deposited  by  my  creditor 
before  he  turned  the  property  over  to  me. 

“He  was  then  to  proceed  to  the  mine  and  make  an  ex¬ 


haustive  report  on  its  resources,  and  to  start  up  work.  He 
was  given  several  thousand  dollars  to  cover  expenses,  and 
he  started  away  from  Boston,  assuring  me  that  I  should 
hear  favorable  reports  within  two  weeks.” 

“And  you  heard  nothing?”  asked  Young  King  Brady. 

“There  you  are  wrong.  I  had  weekly  letters  from  Mr. 
Mellor  for  many  months. 

“They  told  me  of  the  bad  condition  of  the  property;  of 
the  great  promise  of  success  it  offered  if  it  could  only  be  put 
in  shape ;  they  told  me  many  other  fairy  stories,  gentlemen ; 
in  short,  I  was  jollied  along  and  bled  to  the  tune  of  over 
$15,000,  until  one  fine  day  I  woke  up  to  the  fact  that  I  had 
been  lied  to  in  the  worst  kind  of  way. 

“I  found  that  all  Mellor’s  letters  were  false;  that  I  did 
not  even  know  where  the  Eureka  mine  was  located.  I 
learned  that  Mellor  had  shipped  a  hundred  mule  loads  of  ore 
to  the  Badtown  smelter,  for  which  he  had  rendered  no  ac¬ 
count  to  me. 

“In  short,  the  man  was  a  thief  and  a  swindler;  he  had 
stolen  my  mine,  for  the  location  of  the  Eureka  was  a  pro¬ 
found  secret,  and  when  Mellor  got  the  papers,  from  the 
bank  at  Tucson  he  carried  away  the  secret,  and  here  was  I 
left  out  in  the  cold.” 

“But  the  man  ^vho  transferred  the  property  to  you  ?”  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

“Is  dead,  my  dear  sir.  No  information  can  be  had  from 
him.” 

“But  do  not  the  records  show  where  the  Eureka  claim 
was  located  ?” 

“There  we  are  helpless  again.  The  claim  never  was  lo- 

doY  ' 

cated  under  the  mining  law.  I  own  a  tract  of  land  in  the 
Dome  Rock  Range,  a  hundred  miles  square.  Somewhere  on 
this  tract  lies  the  Eureka.  You  see,  as  I  own  the  land  out¬ 
right,  there  was  no  necessity  of  locating  the  mine  under 
the  law.” 

“I  see.  And  what  did  you  do  when  you  found  out  that 
Mellor  was  a  scoundrel  ?” 

“Gentlemen,  when  1  found  out  that  Mellor  was  a  scoun¬ 
drel,  I  did  just  the  most  foolish  thing  a  man  could  have 
done — sent  my  son  Billy,  a  boy  of  nineteen,  to  make  in¬ 
quiries  and  learn  how  the  matter  stood.” 

Oh !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

Say  nothing.  I  know  now  I  was  a  fool.  I  sent  a  boy  on 
a  man’s  errand.” 

“Always  a  mistake.” 

“Of  course.  But  the  boy  was  full  of  energy  and  wanted 
to  go.” 

“And  the  result?” 

|  “  Was  just  what  might  have  been  expected.  He  was  lured 
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into  the  mountains,  captured  by  Matt  Mellor’s  gang,  and 
has  been  held  for  ransom  ever  since.” 

“1  see,”  said  the  old  detective.  “For  you,  Mr.  Bassett, 
this  has  been  a  very  serious  affair.” 

“Very.  It  has  cost  me  my  mine,  my  money  and  my  son.” 

“And  you  have  refused  to  pay  ransom?” 

“Not  at  all.  The  first  demand  was  for  $5,000.  It  was 
made  by  letter  in  Mellor’s  own  handwriting.  I  paid  it. 
The  boy  was  to  be  delivered  in  Tucson.” 

“Nothing  of  the  kind  occurred?” 

“No,  indeed.  The  money  was  held  and  along  came  a 
letter  from  Mellor,  saying  that  if  I  wanted  to  get  Billy 
back  I  must  rush  out  $5,000  more.”  v 

“I  see!”  cried  Harry.  “They  thought  all  they  had  to  do 
was  to  shout  and  you  would  cough  up  the  cash?” 

“Exactly,  but  that  is  the  time  they  got  left.” 

“You  wired  us,  then?”  asked. Old  King  Brady. 

“Immediately.  They  must  have  got  wind  of  our  appoint¬ 
ment  at  Badtown  in  some  way.” 

“It  is  indeed  so.  They  called  your  name  when  they 
held  up  the  stage.” 

“You  noticed  that?” 

“Certainly.” 

“What  is  your  opinion  of  that  hold-up,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“That  it  was  designed  for  your  special  benefit.” 

“  There  can  be  no  question  about  that.  But  for  your  help 
I  should  now  be  in  the  hands  of  my  enemies.” 

“And  you  want  of  us,  what?”  asked  Hurry. 

“To  get  me  back  my  mine  and  get  me  back  my  son,  and 
to  bring  these  people  to  justice.” 

“It’s  a  big  contract,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“But  you  do  not  refuse  to  undertake  it?” 

“No.” 

“I  suppose  you  thought  it  strange  that  I  did  not  tell  you 
what  I  wanted  of  you  before  you  started?” 

“Not  at  all.’ 

“Are  you  sometimes  engaged  that  way?” 

“We  are  engaged  in  all  sorts  of  ways,  Mr.  Bassett.” 

“I  did  it  to  try  you.” 

“To  try  us?  How  do  you  mean ?” 

“I  thought  that  if  you  would  jump  out  to  Arizona  merely 
on  my  telegram  you  were  just  the  kind  of  men  to  deal  with.” 

“Well,  we  are  here.” 

“And  most  fortunately  for  me  you  are.  If  you  had  not 
been  in  that  stage - ” 

“Oh,  let  that  pass,  Mr.  Bassett.” 

“Very  good.  Will  you  tell  me  now  what,  in  your  judg¬ 
ment,  should  be  done?” 

“The  first  thing  we  want  is  to  find  a  clew,”  said  Young 
King  Brady. 

“So  it  seems  to  me,”  replied  Mr.  Bassett;  “and  a  very 
difficult  matter  it  will  prove,  1  fear.” 

“Why,  we  already  have  the  clue,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Already  have  it?  What  do  you  mean?” 

“This  Happy  Jack  Hyer  knew  all  about  you,  Mr.  Bas¬ 
sett.”  i 

“I  see!  I  see!” 


“Consequently  he  must  have  known  your  man,  Matt 
Mellor.” 

“Undoubtedly  he  must.” 

“And  there  you  are.  We  must  locate  Happy  Jack  first  of 
all.” 


“Your  reasoning  is  correct.  Shall  I  order  more  steak?” 

“No  more *f or  me,”  said  Old  Jun g  Brady. 

“I  have  had  all  I  can  eat,”  Young  King  Brady  added. 

“Something  to  drink?  Coffee,  beer— anything  the  house 

affords?”  ‘  | 

“Nothing  at  all,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now,  shall  I 
give  you  my  suggestions  in  this  case?” 

“I  wish  you  would.” 

“Nothing  can  be  done  to-night.  We  must  stay  here,  and 
then  when  morning  comes,  the  Bradys  disappear.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“  Don’t  doubt  that  we  have  been  fully  sized  up ;  don’t 
question  that  you  are  not  known.” 

“I  suppose  so.” 

“To  a  dozen  persons  in  Badtown,  no  doubt.” 

“Well?”  i 

“Well,  wre  vanish  with  the  night.” 

“In  other  words,  go  into  disguise,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“Such  is  my  meaning.” 

“But  what  about  me?” 

“What  would  you  like  to  do?”  * 

“Join  you  in  your  search.” 

“It  can  be  arranged.” 

“You  may  think  I  am  rather  indifferent  about  my  son, 
Mr.  Brady  ?”  t 

The  thought  had  occurred  to  Old  King  Brady.  Not  car¬ 
ing  to  answer,  he  merely  bowed. 

“It  is  not  that.  Billy  is  a  wild  boy.  I  think  this  will 
do  him  good.” 

“Possibly.  There  is  no  danger  of  these  outlaws  killing 
him.” 

“Not  while  there  is'a  cent  to  be  squeezed  out  of  me.  lrou 
agree  to  that?” 

“Oh,  certainly.”  1 

“And  then - ”  I 

Just  here  came  an  interruption.  Loud  screams  were 
heard  in  the  theater.  The  music  ceased.  A  pistol  shot  rang 
out.  More  screams  then.  A  girl  in  the  short  dress  of  a  bal¬ 
let  dancer  came  running  out  into  the  bar  room.  She  was 
closely  pursued  by  a  tough  of  the  “Alkali  Ike”  type.  The  f 
man  was  crazy  drunk.  He  flourished  a  revolver  in  one  f 
hand  and  a  bowie  knife  in  the  other. 


Its  lorn  lorpey  on  a  tear  again!  ’  the  men  at  the  bar 
cried. 


’He  11  do  Maggie  !” 


“Look  out  for  Maggie  Hynes!”  was  shouted. 

“Look  out  for  yourselves !”  Tom  Torpey  bawled.  “Let 
no  feller  dare  to  interfere  with  me!” 

He  began  firing  right  and  left. 

As  the  Bradys  afterward  learned,  this  Badtown  bum, 
not  being  suited  with  Miss  Maggies  dancing,  had  jumped 
on  the  stage  and  attacked  her  with  his  revolver,  then  hunt¬ 
ing  her  with  lus  revolver  through  the  theater  into  the  bar 
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room.  The  poor  girl  was  frightened  almost  to  death.  So 
were  all  the  bar  room  bums. 

Not  a  soul  had  the  courage  to  interfere,  but  the  Bradys. 
They  were  on  their  feet  like  a  flash. 

Mr.  Bassett  picked  up  a  chair,  but  it  was  to  shield  himself 
from  Tom  Torpey’s  bullets,  now  flying  right  and  left. 
Harry  caught  the  panting  damsel  in  his  arms.  Old  King 
Brady  made  a  spring  for  the  tough,  and  seized  his  pistol  at 
the  risk  of  having  his  own  head  blown  off. 

“Bang!”  it  went,  the  shot  flying  within  an  inch  of  the 
detective's  forehead.  At  the  same  instant  a  most  startling 
interruption  occurred,  which  brought  the  whole  business 
to  a  speedy  end. 

The  big  swing  doors  in  front  of  the  saloon  were  suddenly 
dashed  open.  In  rode  a  long-haired  man,  mounted  on  a 
coal  black  horse,  with  a  drawn  revolver  in  each  hand. 

“  Happy  Jack  Hyer!”  the  toughs  shouted. 

They  ducked  in  all  directions. 

“  That’s  yours,  Tom  Torpey!”  yelled  the  man. 

A  bullet  took  the  tough  in  the  forehead,  and  he  threw 
up  his  hands  and  fell  back. 

“Halt !”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  whipping  out  his  revolver 
and  seizing  the  horse  by  the  bridle.  At  the  same  moment 
two  other  toughs  rode  into  the  “Howling  Coyote.” 

Old  King  Brady  fired,  and  a  return  bullet  whizzed  past 
his  head. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

INTO  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

Happy  Jack  Hyer  and  his  gang  had  captured  the  “Howl¬ 
ing  Coyote.”  Twenty  toughs,  all  heavily  arnled,  came  burst¬ 
ing  into  the  place.  They  had  sworn  to  “do”  Tom  Torpey 
and  raid  the  place,  it  afterward  appeared. 

They  broke  all  the  mirrors  and  stole  all  the  cigars  and 
bottled  whiskey  they  could  lay  hands  on.  The  audience  was 
driven  out  of  the  theater  at  the  point  of  the  revolver,  Many 
did  not  wait  to  be  .driven,  but  jumped  out  the  windows.  The 
company  escaped  by  the  stage  door. 

•  Out  in  the  bar  room  there  was  a  big  trap  door  connecting 
with  the  cellar,  where  the  beer  and  whiskey  were  stored. 
Happy  Jack  pulled  up  this  trap  and  tumbled  six  dead  men 
down  on  the  barrels.  He  and  his  brother  bad  men  had  done 
for  them  all.  Tom  Torpey,  who  began  the  disturbance,  was 
one  of  them.  Two  of  the  bartenders  went  the  same  way. 
On  top  of  these  Old  King  Brady  was  thrown,  too. 

Not  that  the  old  detective  was  dead. 

This  was  not  Old  King  Brady’s  first  experience  in  a  tough 
town.  He  bore  the  reputation  of  having  nine  lives.  Shot 
he  had  been  in  the  forehead  and  stunned  for  the  moment. 
Dead  he  certainly  was  not,  but  when  he  came  to  his  senses 
be  was  lying  on  top  of  one  dead  man  and  between  two  others. 

ft.  was  a  dreadful  situation.  For  a  few  moments,  it  did 
not  seem  to  the  brave  old  detective  that  he  could  ever 
•'and  up  against  it.  Then  he  scrambled  to  his  feet  and, 
>e i-ing  a  light  in  flu-  distance,  made  bis  way  toward  it  among 
the  wbi-key  barrels. 


Old  King  Brady  felt  about  as  badly  cut  up  as  it  was  pos¬ 
sible  for  a  man  to  feel.  And  no  wonder.  While  the  struggle 
was  still  going  on,  and  before  he  went  down,  he  saw  Harry 
dragged  off  by  the  toughs  and  Mr.  Bassett  with  him,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  poor  little  variety  girl,  Maggie  Hynes. 

“It’s  up  to  me  to  rescue  them  all,”  thought  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  how  I  am  ever  going  to  do  it  I  don’t  know, 
but  one  thing  is  certain,  no  man  looking  as  I  looked  before 
this  thing  happened  must  appear  in  Badtown  again.” 

He  reached  the  light  at  last.  It  was  a  mere  glimmer 
shining  down  into  the  cellar.  Old  King  Brady  discovered 
that  it  came  down  a  pair  of  stairs  and  through  a  trap  door 
from  the  dressing  room  behind  the  stage.  There  was  no 
one  in  the  room,  and  the  window  stood  open. 

Old  King  Brady  closed  the  window  and  peered  through 
the  door.  The  Howling  Coyote  theater  was  all  dark.  There 
was  but  one  solitary  light  burning  in  the  bar  room  beyond. 
Probably  this  was  the  first  time  on  record  when  the  “Coyote” 
had  closed  before  morning,  unless  at  some  time  when  it 
had  been  cleaned  out  before. 

Old  King  Brady  was  no  man  to  cry  over  spilled  milk. 
He  went  right  to  work  then  and  there  to  repair  damages 
and  disguise  himself.  He  could  hardly  have  struck  in  at  a 
better  place  than  the  dressing  room  of  the  “Coyote.” 

He  washed  the  blood  off  his  face,  and  dressed  his  wound 
and  changed  his  clothes  for  a  rough  miner’s  dress,  which 
he  found  there  and  which,  fortunately,  was  large  enough 
to  go  over  his  ordinary  suit.  Nobody  could  make  a  better 
disguise  than  the  detective.  A  heavy  false  beard  which  he 
had  in  one  of  his  secret  pockets,  completed  the  transforma¬ 
tion. 

Old  King  Brady  opened  the  window  and  climbed  out. 
No  one  would  ever  have  known  him  as  one  of  the  men  who 
came  into  Badtown  on  the  Nortons’- 1st  age  coach. 

“Now  to  find  out  what  has  becoriib  of  them  all  and  then 
to  act,”  Old  King  Brady  thought. 

He  felt  the  most  anxious  about  his  young  partner,  and  yet 
he  remained  perfectly  cool. 

The  detective  now  found  himself  in  an  allev,  and  he 
hurried  through  it  to  Badtown’s  main  street. 

The  windows  in  front  of  the  “Coyote”  had  been  broken 
during  the  raid.  Boards  had  been  hastily  nailed  over  them. 
The  outer  door — seldom  ever  shut — was  now  closed  and 
locked.  Old  King  Brady  rapped  on  the  door  good  and  hard. 
There  was  no  answer  at  first,  but  when  he  repeated  it,  the 
door  was  opened  a  little  way,  and  a  man  cautiously  peered 
out. 

“You  can’t  come  in  here,”  he  said.  “I  wish  you  would 
oblige  me  by  going  away.  There  are  plenty  of  other  places 
in  town  where  you  can  get  a  drink.” 

“I  don’t  want  a  drink,  boss,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  was  in  here  at  the  time  of  the  raid.  I  want  to  inquire 
about  a  feller  what  was  with  me.  T  can’t  find  him  no^ 
where  about  town.” 

“Who  was  he?”  asked  the  man. 

“Name  of  Dick  Somers.  Don’t  believe  you  know  him, 
though.” 

“No,  I  don’t.  There  was  a  lot  in  here.” 
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‘‘Let  me  come  in;  L  want  to  ask  you  about  what  hap¬ 
pened.  Dick  was  my  side  partner,  and  I  feel  awfully  wor¬ 
ried  about  him.  Say,  boss,  there’s  no  harm  in  me.  See,  I 
got  one  shot  here  in  the  head,  and  1  feel  kinder  faint.” 

The  man  opened  the  door  and  admitted  the  detective, 
carefully  closing  and  locking  it  behind  him.  Then  he  gave 
it  to  Happy  Jack  “good  and  plenty.”  It  was  easy  enough 
to  swear  at  the  outlaw  when  he  wasn’t  around. 

The  man  who  was  manager  of  the  theater  had  hidden 
in  a  closet  while  the  shooting  was  going  on.  Not  so  his 
companion,  however.  He  had  been  right  in  it  and  carried 
a  bullet  in  his  arm  to  prove  his  claim. 

“  Take  a  drink,  old  man,”  he  said,  putting  up  a  decanter. 
“It  will  clo  you  good.  No  pay.  We  aren’t  doing  any  more 
business  to-night.” 

“Can't  you  tell  me  anything  about  my  side  partner, 
gents?”  Old  King  Brady  asked  when  he  pushed  the  de¬ 
canter  back. 

“Describe  him,”  said  the  bartender. 

But  as  the  man  Old  King  Brady  went  to  some  pains  to 
describe  had  no  existence  outside  of  his  own  imagination, 
the  bartender  had  no  information  to  give. 

“Where  were  you  at  the  time  the  shooting  began?”  he 
asked.  j 

“We  were  inside  in  the  third  row  when  that  big  feller 
chased  the  girl  off  the  stage,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  ran  out  here  then.  I  saw  a  young  feller  what  sat  at 
that  table  catch  the  girl  when  she  fainted.” 

*  Yes,  that’s  right.  He  was  a  brave  little  chap.  They 
carried  him  off  with  the  gal.” 

“And  there  was  an  old  man  with  him,  what  caught  Happy 
Jack’s  horse  by  the  bridle.” 

“He  was  shot  dead.  They  tumbled  him  down  that  trap 
door  where  you  are  standing.  His  body  is  down  there  now.” 

“And  another  old  man  was  in  the  party.  He  had  a  chair 
up  before  his  face.  Whatever  became  of  him  ?” 

“They  carried  him  off,  too.  Some  of  the  boys  say  the  raid 
was  on  his  account.” 

Then  the  bartender  went  on  to  tell  the  story  of  the  attack 
and  of  Mr.  Bassett’s  rescue. 

“I  wish  that  the  party  had  stopped  out  of  here,”  he 
added.  “Then  this  raid  might  not  never  have  happened.” 

“Who  were  they?”  Old  King  Brady  innocently  asked. 

But  the  bartender  did  not  know. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  that  there  was  little  information 
to  be  obtained  here.  He  accordingly  left  the  saloon  and 
went  along  Main  street.  He  could  not  have  struck  a  quieter 
time  in  Badtown.  Every  saloon  was  closed.  The  town  had 
had  enough  of  rows  for  one  night. 

Walking  on  toward  the  smelting  works,  the  detective 
stopped  to  look  at  the  big  building  behind  the  high  fence. 
He  had  not  been  there  more  than  a  minute  when  a  man. 
armed  with  a  rifle,  came  running  out  of  a  gate. 

“Get  away  from  here !  Get  away  from  here !”  he  shouted. 

If  you  don’t  I’ll  blow  you  to  blazes,  old  man!” 

“What?”  drawled  the  detective. 

“Oh,  you  heard.” 


“Waal,  I  thought  I  did,  but  1  must  have  been  mistaken. 
Why  should  you  kill  me?” 

“Hain’t  you  one  of  Happy  Jack’s  gang?”  ‘ 

“Not  at  all.”  .  _  | 

“You’re  a  stranger  in  Badtown,  all  right.”  f  , 

‘‘Why,  yes,  I  am.” 

“Well,  we  don’t  allow  no  strangers  a-swooping  about 
hyar.” 

“Everybody  seems  to  be  excited  about  here  to-night."'  ’ 

“And  why  not?  Here’s  the  Phoenix  Hotel  burned 
down,  and  the  Howling  Coyote  all  smashed  to  pieces,  and  a 
lot  killed.  I  never  seen  Badtown  livelier,  and  I’ve  been 
here  for  two  years.” 

“  I  was  in  the  Coyote  when  them  fellers  attacked  it,”  the 
detective  said. 

“The  deuce  you  were !  Tell  us  about  it !  No,  don’t  come 
no  nearer  the  gate.  That  hain’t  allowed.” 

“Say,  neighbor,  I’ll  tell  you  all  right,  but  you  must  be 
mighty  scary  to  be  afraid  of  an  old  man  like  me.” 

“Them’s  orders.  Tell  me  about  the  raid.” 

Old  King  Brady  did  so,  enlarging  on  the  story  greatly. 
The  tale  of  Happy  Jack’s  raid  on  the  Howling  Coyote  lost 
nothing  in  the  telling  at  ’Old  King*  Brady’s  hands.  By  , 
this  time  the  watchman  at  the  smelting  works’  gate  had 
lost  something  of  his  fear.  Old  King  Brady  gave  him  a 
drink  of  whiskey  out  of  the  little  flask  he  usually  carried  for- 
such  cases  as  this.  Then  it  was  a  cigar.  By  this  time  the 
watchman  was  ready  to  be  questioned.  But  Old  King 
Brady  twisted  things  around  so  that  he  began  the  question¬ 
ing  first. 

When  the  watchman  remarked,  “Say,  old  man,  what 
brings  you  here  in  Badtown,  anyhow?”  Old  King  Brady 
knew  he  had  him. 

“I  came  over  from  Flagstaff  to  look  for  work,”  he  said, 
“and  I’m  awfully  cut  up  about  this  yere  raid.  As  I  was 
fellin’  you,  they  cleaned  me  out  of  the  last  ounce.  It  didn’t 
amount  to  much  anyway,  but  now  I  hain’t  got  grub  stakes, 
an  I  can  t  find  nobody  what  knows  nothing  of  this  Eureka 
mine.” 

“What  mine?”  demanded  the  watchman,  taking  the  ; 
cigar  out  of  his  mouth,  and  throwing  the  light  of  the  lan¬ 
tern  full  in  the  detective’s  face. 

T  he  Eureka,  up  in  the  Dome  Rock  Range  somewhere,  I 
was  told.” 


1  w  en,  so  it  is. 


u 


Do  you  know  it,  partner?” 

Of  course.  e  know  them  all.  They  all  send  their 
ore  down  to  this  mill  to  sell.” 

^ell  then  you  are  just  the  very  man  I  want  to  see.” 

“  Perhaps  I  am  and  perhaps  I  hain’t,” 

“Oh,  I'm  sure  you  are.  You  can  tell  me  where  I’ll  find 

my  friend.  Matt  Mellor.  He's  the  super  of  the  Eureka  and 
the  man  I  want  to  see.” 

The  watchman  shook  his  head. 

“It  hain't  allowed."  he  said.  "I'd  like  to  talk,  but  I 
dassen  t.” 


“What  ain’t  allowed?” 

“l  '»r  us  to  give  information  about  our  customers.” 
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“Now  that's  all  right.  Ale  an'  Alatt  Mellor  has  been  ac- 
li  uainted  this  long  time.  1  know  lie's  in  trouble  with  the 
I  e  astern  stockholders  of  the  Eureka.” 

“So  I've  heard.” 

“They  are  a  lot  of  money  sharks,  them  Boston  and  New 
'  York  fellers  are.” 

“Of  course.” 

“Matt  wrote  me  to  Flagstaff  to  come  on  and  he’d  have 
a  letter  at  the  Phoenix  Hotel  what  would  give  me  full  in¬ 
formation  how  to  get  to  the  Eureka.” 

“You  were  too  late  for  that.” 

“Dura  it,  yes.  When  I  got  into  Badtown  the  hotel  was 
burned.” 

“Did  you  come  by  the  stage?” 

“By  the  stage,  yes.” 

“I  wish  I  could  help  you.” 

“I  wish  to  gracious  you  could,  and  I  think  you  might.” 

Again  the  watchman  threw  the  light  of  his  lantern  full 
upon  Old  King  Brady.  He  seemed  to  be  sizing  him  up. 
It  was  time  to  offer  the  flask  again.  Old  King  Brady  sug¬ 
gested  another  drink.  The  watchman  didn’t  “mind  if  he 
did.”  Soon  afterward  the  detective  had  him  ready  for  busi¬ 
ness.  # 

“You  follow  Badtown  Creek  to  its  headwaters  in  the 
Dome  Rock  Range  and  you  will  be  sure  to  run  up  against 
some  of  Matt  Mellor’s  scouts,”  the  watchman  said. 

“Oh,  thank  you,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  shan’t 
forget  this.” 

Again  he  offered  the  watchman  the  flask  and  left  him, 
feeling  quite  happy. 

There  was  a  livery  stable  at  the  other  end  of  the  street. 
Old  King  Brady  made  a  bee-line  for  it  now.  The  propri¬ 
etor  was  a-bed  and  asleep  in  the  shanty  alongside."  The 
detective  s6on  aroused  him,  however.  The  man  proved  a 
typical  horse-trader.  With  his  kind,  money  always  talks. 
Old  King  Brady  had  the  money,  and  knew  how  to  do  the 
talking.  Twenty  minutes  later  he  rode  out  of  Badtown. 

All  the  rest  of  the  night  Old  King  Brady  followed  the 
creek  until  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  mountain  range. 
Here  Badtown  Creek  came  tumbling  out  of  a  deep  gorge 
to  lose  itself  in  the  sandy  plain  beyond.  Just  now,  owing 
to  the  rain,  the  water  was  everywhere  on  the  run.  Thus 
Old  King  Brady  found  no  difficulty  in  following  the  creek 
up  to  its  source,  as  he  otherwise  might  have  done.  Along¬ 
side  the  foaming  water  was  a  narrow  trail  leading  up  the 
gorge. 

“That’s  my  way  fast  enough,”  thought  Old  King  Brady. 
“  I  suppose  I  might  as  well  take  the  bull  by  the  horns  and 
go  right  at  it.” 

He  turned  his  horse  up  the  gorge,  but  before  he  had  gone 
a  hundred  yards  the  challenge  came: 

“Halt!  Advance  one  step  further  and  you  die !” 

A  voice  hacT spoken  from  out  of  the  darkness.  Which  3ide 
of  the  creek  it  came  from  it  was  impossible  to  say.  Old 
King  Brady  reined  in. 

“Who  are  you?”  the  voice  cried  again.  “Give  me  the 

word  or  you  die.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

YOUNG  KING  BRADY  GETS  DOWN  TO  BUSINESS. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  describe  the  carrying  off  of 
Young  King  Brady  and  Mr.  Bassett  in  all  its  details. 

Happy  Jack  Hyer,  the  leader  of  the  Dome  Rock  Range 
gang  of  outlaws,  had  supposed  Old  King  Brady  to  be  dead, 
or  he  never  would  have  tumbled  him  through  the  trapdoor. 

Harry  and  Mr.  Bassett  were  captured  at  the  start,  and 
bound  hand  and  foot.  They  were  then  placed  on  a  horse 
together. 

The  girl  Maggie  Hynes  was  put  upon  another.  She 
rode  ahead  of  Harry  and  the  Boston  millionaire  when  they 
filed  out  of  Badtown  later  on. 

Their  way  was  up  Badtown  Creek — just  the  same  road 
taken  by  Old  King  Brady.  When  they  reached  the  gorge 
they  got  the  challenge,  the  same  as  the  old  detective. 
“Eureka!”  cried  Happy  Jack. 

“Who  found  it?”  called  the  voice  again. 

“Matt  Mellor !”  was  the  answer. 

“And  who  bosses  Matt  Mellor?”  came  the  call  again. 

And  then  the  answer: 

“Minnie,  every  time!” 

“Right,  brother.  Move  on.  You  vouch  for  the  rest?” 
“For  all  but  the  prisoners.” 

“How  many  prisoners  do  you  bring  us?”  the  voice  called. 
“Three.” 

“Ha!  Who?” 

“Maggie  Hynes,  the  dancer  at  the  Howling  Coyote.” 
“Right!  Good!  That’s  orders.  Who  else?” 

“Mr.  Decimus  Bassett,  Esquire,  of  Boston.” 

“Ha!  No?” 

“Oh,  yes!” 

J  Da 

“  Great  J ehu  !” 

“What  will  the  boss  say  to  that?” 

“What  won’t  he  say?  And  the  other?” 

“A  little  dude,  who  played  a  dirty  trick  on  me-  'when  we 
held  up  the  stage  this  afternoon.” 

“Wait,  brother!” 

“Well,  what  now?  I  was  just  going  to  start  the  horses 
up.” 

“Don’t  d'  it.” 

“But  why  not?” 

“Do  the  dude  first!”  t 
“What’s  your  hurry?” 

“Do  we  want  him  up  at  the  mine?  Hardly,  I  think.” 
“Perhaps  you  are  right.” 

“Bring  him  up  on  the  table,  and  we  will  settle  his  busi¬ 
ness  offhand.” 

“Agreed.” 

“You  don’t  want  all  the  boys?” 

“No.  Better  send  the  rest  ahead  with  the  dancing  girl.” 
“T  agree  to  that.”  . 

“Who  will  you  keep?” 

“ Randy  Kelton,  Spanish  Pete,  and  Tony  the  Greaser.” 
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“Good !  Advance  to  the  table,  and  we  will  proceed  to  do 
the  dude.” 

'They  started  up  the  gorge.  The  horses’  hoofs  made  a 
great  clatter  on  the  slippery  rock. 

“Oh,  this  is  terrible!”  breathed  Mr.  Bassett.  “To  think 
that  I  should  have  brought  you  and  your  partner  out  here 
to  your  death.” 

“Don’t  worry,”  was  Harry’s  whispered  answer.  “You 
don't  seem  to  be  any  better  off  than  I  gm.” 

“But  Old - ” 

“Hush !  Don't  breathe  his  name  !” 

“He  is  dead,  of  course.” 

“Don’t  you  believe  a  word  of  it.  He  is  not  an  easy  man 
to  kill.” 

“But  I  saw  him  with  my  own  eyes.” 

“I  don't  believe  he  is  dead,  and  I  don’t  intend  to  die 
myself.” 

“How  can  you  help  it?” 

“I  could  manage  all  right  if  it  were  not  for  you.” 

“Never  think  of  me.  My  life  is  in  no  sort  of  danger.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it  is.” 

“Of  course,  it  isn’t.  They  will  merely  hold  me  for  ran¬ 
som.” 

“Then  you  won’t  mind  if  I  try  to  save  myself?” 

“Not  mind !  I  command  you  to  do  it,  if  my  command 
can  be  obeyed.” 

“It  shall  be  in  this  instance.” 

“Do  you  think  you  can  do  it?” 

“I  am  going  to  make  a  big  try  at  it.” 

“But  you  are  not  armed?” 

“Who  says  so?” 

“I  saw  them  take  your  revolvers  away  from  you.” 

“Ah,  my  dear  sir,  you  don’t  know  all  our  resources.  I  am 
armed  all  right  enough.” 

“I  am  thankful  to  hear  you  say  so.  Do  your  best  and 
never  think  of  me.” 

In  such  low  voices  was  this  conversation  carried  on  that 
not  a  word  reached  the  ears  of  the  outlaws.  Meanwhile  the 
horses  continued  to  ascend  the  gorge.  Harry  watched  every 
step  carefully.  Morning  was  dawning.  He  could  see  fairly 
well  now. 

“There  is  nothing  in  it  for  me  to  go  on  with  these  people,” 
he  reasoned.  “I  must  escape  if  I  possibly  can.” 

It  is  one  of  Young  King  Brady’s  great  tricks  to  slip  his 
bonds.  Harry  has  very  small  hands,  and  also  knows  how  to 
double  them  up  into  the  very  smallest  compass.  It  takes 
a  sharp  man  to  tie  up  Young4  King  Brady  so  that  he  will 
stay  tied.  The  worst  of  this  case  was  the  leg  lashings. 

Young  King  Brady  carefully  tested  their  strength.  He 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  could  break  them  if  he  exerted 
all  his  strength.  The  cord  appeared  to  be  old  and  rather 
rotten.  Harry  sized  the  situation  up  carefully,  and  then 
waited  his  chance. 

At  last  the  party  came  out  upon  a  broad  shelf  of  rock, 
from  which  a  fine  view  could  be  had  of  the  surrounding 
country.  Here  they  halted  to  allow  the  horses  to  get  their 
wind,  'i  oung  King  Brady  looked  down  over  the  edge  of  the 
shelf.  Bndtown  Creek  made  a  fall  of  some  t  wenty  feet  here. 


I 

The  water  dropped  into  a  deep  basin,  and  there  lormed  a 
broad  pool.  From  the  pool  it  divided  into  two  stream!. 
One  went  dashing  over  ragged  rocks  down  through  the  gorge 
they  had  just  ascended.  The  other  passed  into  a  narrow^ 
rift,  where  the  great  ledge  was  split.  Where  it  went  alter 
this,  Young  King  Brady  could  not  see. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  not  likely  to  get  a  better 
chance.  The  young  detective  thought  last  and  came  to  a 
quick  determination.  There  was  no  chance  to  give  Mr. 
Bassett  a  tip  on  his  intention.  Suddenly  the  Boston  man 
was  startled  by  a  wild  cry  behind  him. 

Happy  Jack  and  his  men  were  startled,  too.  They  saw 
Young  King  Brady  spring  from  the  horse  to  which  they 
supposed  him  to  be  tied  and  dive  headlong  over  the  rocks. 
He  struck  the  pool  and  disappeared  with  a  splash,  uttering 
another  cry  as  he  went  down. 

“Holy  mackerel!”  cried  Happy  Jack. 

“Carramba!”  echoed  Spanish  Pete. 


“Dat  muchacho  (boy)  is  crazy !”  shouted  Tony  the 
Greaser. 

“Shoot  him  when  he  rises  !”  yelled  Happy  Jack.  “Jump¬ 
ing  jack-rabbits,  Randy  Kelton,  you  made  a  nice  job  tying 
that  fellow!  That’s  what  you  did.” 

All  rifles  were  turned  toward  the  pool.  It  was  dark 
down  there  in  the  shadows.  The  boy  did  not  rise  that  they 
could  see. 

“I  think  he  was  seized  with  sudden  madness,”  suggested 
Mr.  Bassett. 

“Say,  nobody  wants  your  opinion,”  Randv  Kelton 
growled. 

“Who  says  they  don’t!”  cried  Happy  Jack.  “I  want  to 
know  how  this  thing  happened.” 

“Shall  I  speak ?”  said  Mr.  Bassett,  anxious  to  help  Harry 
out. 

Mr.  Bassett  had  become  very  deeply  impressed  with  the 
shrewdness  of  A  oung  King  Brady.  He  made  up  his  mind 
that  Harry  knew  what  he  was  about. 

“He  talked  wild  to  me  a" while  ago,”  he  said.  “I  think 
he  had  been  drinking.” 

“But  how  did  he  get  loose?"  demanded  Happy  Jack. 

“I  can’t  tell  you.  He  whispered  to  me  that  he  could 
easily  get  loose,  but  I  can’t  tell  you  how  it  was  done.”  [ 

Happy  Jack  and  the  others  watched  the  pool  in  silence  . 

they  expected  Harry  to  appear  on 
the  surface  of  the  water  they  were  doomed  to  disappoint- 


Fhen  Happy  Jack  dismounted.  He  examined  the  re¬ 
mains  of  the  cords  fastened  to  the  saddle. 

this  stuff  is  as  rotten  as  junk,  lie  snorted.  “Here 
are  the  big  cords  broken  all  right.” 

“ How  about  the  others?”  asked  Randy. 

Hov  can  1  tell  when  they  are  not  here.  I'm  going  down 
into  the  gulch.  Wait  till  I  return.” 


nr.' 


111  irn  iiuuiur 


“That  fellow  is  dead  at  the  bottom  of  the  pool,  all  right ! 
lie  declared.  .  “Come,  let  us  move  on." 


He  sprang  upon  his  horse  and  led  the 

And  how  about  Young  King  Brady? 

* 


way  up  the  gorge. 
He  was  all  right. 
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He  knew  just  what  he  was  doing  before  he  did  it.  He  was 
as  hue  a  swimmer  as  Old  King  Brady  was  a  bad  one.  Harry 
could  remain  under  water  a  good  three  minutes,  and  keep  on 
■swimming  all  the  time.  This  was  just  what  he  did  now. 
He  got  under  the  pool  and  he  stayed  under,  and  when  he 
came  up  he  was  in  the  rift  in  the  ledge. 

Here  the  stream  was  not  over  four  feet  wide,  and  at  least 
sis  feet  deep.  Harry  struck  out  for  all  he  was  worth.  He 
swam  on  and  on,  never  stopping  to  reflect  where  this 
strange  journey  was  likely  to  end. 

For  a  few  moments,  the  shouts  of  the  outlaws  could  be 
heard  behind  him.  Then  their  voices  died  away  in  the 
distance,  and  nothing  but  the  plashing  of  water  on  ahead 
could  be  heard.  That  meant  another  waterfall. 

It  was  only  a  question  of  time  when  Young  King  Brady 
would  be  up  against  it. 

This  was  a  very  serious  matter.  The  rocks  on  either  side 
of  him  were  absolutely  perpendicular.  Their  height  was 
increasing.  When  Harry  started  in  on  the  rift  it  was  not 
more  than  twenty  feet  up  to  the  top  of  the  rocks.  Now  it 
was  fully  a  hundred  feet.  It  seemed  to  be  growing  higher 
ever}7  moment. 

“When  I  come  to  the  falls  what  on  earth  am  I  going  to 
do?”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 

There  was  no  chahce  to  land  on  either  side.  There  wasn’t 
footing  enough  to  support  a  hen. 

“I’m  afraid  I  shall  have  to  go  back !”  thought  Harry. 

The  falls  were  becoming  horribly  near  now.  The  water 
was  tumbling  over  the  rocks  with  ever  increasing  noise, 
when  all  at  once  a  bright  light  flashed  up  the  gulch  directly 
in  Harry’s  face. 

“Salvation  for  sinners!’’  shouted  a  voice.  “What  do  I 
see?” 

What  Young  King  Brady  saw  was  a  head  and  a  hand. 
The  head  had  a  shabby  high  hat  upon  it  and  gray  chin 
whiskers  of  the  billy-goat  style.  The  hand  held  a  reflecting 
lantern,  which  threw  the  light  in  Young  King  Brady’s  face. 

Both  came  out  from  the  rocks  on  the  right.  Harry  saw 
at  once  that  here  there  must  be  a  cave. 

“Hello!”  he  called. 

“Hello !”  answered  the  voice.  “Who  the  blazes  are  you?” 

“A  drowning  man,  boss!” 

“Is  the  drowning  man,  who  seems  to  be  a  boy,  one  of 
Happy  Jack  Hyer’s  gang?  Because  if  he  is  I’m  going  to 
shoot  him.  Salvation  for  sinners !  Look  out  for  yourself, 


lere !” 

The  lantern  went  into  the  left  hand.  In  the  right  ap- 
eared  a  revolver.  Thus  covered,  Harry  would  have  ducked 
nder  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  falls.  But  the  falls  were 
reality,  and  he  made  one  more  appeal. 

“Judge,  don’t  shoot  me.  I  don’t  belong  to  Happy  Jack’s 
ang.  I’ve  just  escaped  from  them,”  he  sang  out. 

“Good  !  Them  words  has  proved  your  salvation  !  ’  cried 
he  man.  “There  hain’t  no  need  of  shooting  you.  All  T 
ave  to  do  is  to  let  you  go  on  in  your  mad  career  as  you  are 
oing  and  in  two  minutes  you’ll  be  dashed  to  pieces  on  the 
vK ’below.  Ha !  Jla !  Ha !  Mad  career  is  good  !  I  guess 

’ll  led  you  go.” 


“That  man  is  crazy!”  thought  Young  King  Brady.  “I 
must  jolly  him  if  1  expect  to  save  my  life.” 

He  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

“Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  You’re  right.  Mad  career  is  fine!  but 
&&y,  Judge,  I  want  to  have  a  little  talk  with  you.  Lend 
me  a  helping  hand,  will  you?  Pull  me  into  your  cave.” 

“Flush!”  cried  the  man,  mysteriously.  “How  did  you 
know  my  official  title?  I  am  a  judge !  Instead  of  being  on 
the  bench  j  ust  now  1  am  on  the  stool  of  repentance.  Salva¬ 
tion  for  sinners  !  I  want  no  spies  about  me.  I  guess  I  can’t 
help  you,  young  man.  Go  on  in  your  mad  career.  Go  on 
to  your  death!”  v 


CHAPTER  YI. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  FINDS  THE  LOST  GOLD  MINE. 

“Brother,  I  have  no  password,  and  I  don’t  want  to  die!” 
Old  King  Brady  shouted.  “Hear  me  before  you  shoot,  for 
I  have  a  few  words  to  say.” 

“  Say  them  quick,  then !”  called  the  voice.  “I  am  acting 
under  orders,  and  my  orders  are  to  bill  all  who  come  this 
way  without  the  word.” 

“And  right  enough  too  if  you  don’t  want  folks  to  come 
this  way,  but  you  won’t  make  nothing  by  billing  me.” 

“Say  you,  say  quick,  old  man.” 

“Well,  it’s  easy  said.  I  want  work.  I  am  about  starved. 

I  was  told  I  might  get  a  job  from  Mr.  Miller  away  up  at 
the  head  of  Badtown  Creek.” 

“Who  told  you  that?” 

“A  feller  I  met  in  Badtown.  He  is  nightwatchman  at 
the  smelting  workk.” 

“Hello!”' 

“Well?”  ,{ 

“What  else  did  he  tell  you?” 

“That  Matt  Mellor  needed  men  to  work  his  mine.” 

“Are  you  a  miner?”  r 

“I  learnt  nothing  else.” 

“Where  have  you  worked?” 

'  “Pretty  much  everywhere  around  California  and  Ne¬ 
vada.” 

“How  about  Arizona?” 

“I  am  a  stranger  in  Arizona.  I’ve  been  in  hard  luck 
and  just  now  I’m  on  the  tramp.” 

“Is  that  all  you  have  to  say?” 

“That’s  all.  If  you  want  to  shoot  me  why  do  it.  I 
might  as  well  lie  dead  as  to  be  the  way  I  am.” 

“If  you  are  that  hard  up  why  don’t  you  sell  your  horse?” 
asked  the  voice. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  short  laugh.  ‘ 

“Why,  the  fact  is,  stranger,  this  isn’t  my  horse.” 

“Who’s  is  it?  Are  there  any  more  of  you  there?” 

“Oh,  no;  not  that.  I  only  run  up  against  the  horse,  and 
when  I  found  he  was  going  my  way,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  get  on  his  back.” 

“You’re  a  good  one.” 

“Must  I  turn  back ?  I’ll  do  just  as  you  say.” 
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“  No ;  you  stay  where  you  are.  I  shall  have  to  keep  you 
waiting  about  half  an  hour.” 

“And  then?” 

“Perhaps  you’ll  get  work.” 

“All  right.  I'll  hitch  the  horse.  You  can  have  him  if 
you  get  me  the  chance  to  work.  1  don’t  care  much  about 
riding  a  horse  anyway.  It  makes  me  lame  and  sore.  If  I 
have  got  to  keep  on  the  tramp,  1  had  just  about  as  soon  walk 
as  ride.” 

“We  will  see  about  that,”  replied  the  voice.  “Stay  where 

*“r' 

you  are,  old  man,  until  I  call  again.” 

“All  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady  cheerfully.  “Just 
whatever  you  say.  You  haven’t  got  any  terbacker  what  you 
let  a  fellow  have  in  the  meantime,  I  s’pose?” 

There  was  no  answer  returned  to  this. 

Old  King  Brady  dismounted. 

Hitching  the  horse  to  a  projecting  spur  of  rocks,  he  sat 
down  to  wait. 

In  a  minute  he  heard  a  sharp  whistle. 

This  was  presently  answered  by  another  from  a  distance. 

For  the  rest  of  fully  half  an  hour  all  was  still. 

“Hello,  old  man!”  the  voice  suddenly  called  again. 

“Hello!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  springing  up. 

“You  may  go  on.” 

“Good!  Where  do  I  go  to?” 

“Ask  no  questions.  Just  get  a  move  on  you,  and  remem¬ 
ber  as  you  ride  on  through  this  gorge  that  eyes  are  always 
upon  you,  that  hands  go  with  the  eyes,  and  that  rifles  are  in 
the  hands.” 

“Oh,  I  see.” 

“No,  you  don’t.” 

“I  mean  I  am  to  be  done  up  in  case  I  don’t  just  suit  you 
fellows  in  here.” 

“That’s  it.” 

“Wall,  I  don’t  much  care.  I’m  about  used  up  anyway. 
Sa}',  have  you  a  little  terbacker  you  can  spare?” 

Again  no  answer  came. 

Talk  outside  of  the  business  in  hand  the  owner  evidently 
had  no  intention  of  making. 

Old  King  Brady  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  up  the  gorge. 

Speaking  of  eyes ;  the  old  detective’s  were  everywhere. 

He  saw  nothing  of  the  guard,  however. 

This  was  not  at  all  strange. 

The  trail  ran  through  a  mass  of  broken  rocks. 

The  detective  had  never  seen  a  better  place  to. hide. 

It  was  just  as  the  voice  had  said. 

There  might  be  fifty  pairs  of  eyes  watching,  and  yet  none 
to  be  seen  by  the  traveler  up  the  gorge. 

Old  King  Bradv  kept  on  for  nearly  a  mile. 

The  steep,  rocky  ascent  continued. 

He  was  not  chalfenged  again. 

He  did  get  a  warning  word,  however,  at  one  point. 

Old  King  Brady  stopped  at  a  place  where  the  trail  di¬ 
vided  into  two  parts. 

He  was  doubtful  which  turn  to  take. 

All  at  once  a  voice  called  out: 

“To  Hip  right,  old  man!  To  the  right;  then  you  won’t 
be  wrong.”  f 


“Thank  you,”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

He  tried  the  tobacco  dodge  again. 

No  result. 

The  voice  did  not  make  itself  heard  again. 

Still  pushing  forward,  the  detective  suddenly  came  out  on 
top  of  the  rise. 

He  was  by  this  time  far  up  in  the  Dome  Rock  Range. 

There  were  no  trees  here. 

The  long,  broad  ridge  which  he  had  reached  was  strewn 
with  great  rocks  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

At  the  back  of  the  ridge,  about  a  mile  away,  another 
series  of  dome-like  peaks  rose. 

The  view  down  on  the  desert  was  very  extensive. 

Old  King  Brady  could  see  the  Colorado  River  winding 
over  the  sandy  plain. 

Badtown  seemed  to  lie  at  his  feet. 

There  were  one  or  two  distant  settlements  in  sight. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  that  one  of  these  must  be  Norton’s. 

As  he  continued  to  look,  he  could  see  Dirty  James’  stage 
or  somebody’s  stage,  at  least,  just  pulling  away  from  the 
place. 

“Where  am  I  expected  to  go  next,  I  wonder?”  thought 
Old  King  Brady,  turning  his  attention  to  the  rocks  around 
him. 

The  thought  had  no  more  than  crossed  his  mind  when 
a  young  girl  dressed  in  a  sort  of  hunting  suit  and  carrying 
a  rifle,  stepped  out  into  view. 

She  was  young  and  decidedly  good-looking. 

At  first  sight  Old  King  Brady  thought  she  was  Maggie 
Hynes,  the  singer  from  the  Howling  Coyote. 

As  he  looked  again  he  saw  that  she  wTas  an  entirely  differ¬ 
ent  person. 

The  girl  started  back  at  the  sight  of  the  detective. 

The  rifle  wdiich  she  carried  was  raised  for  the  moment. 

“Who  are  you?”  she  called  out.  “How  did  you  get  in 
here  ?” 

“I  was  passed  in  by  the  guards,  miss,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  raising  his  hat. 

“Passed  in  by  the  guards?  What  do  you  want?” 

“I  am  only  a  poor  miner  looking  for  work.  I  want  to  see 
Mr.  Mellor.” 

“I  am  Mr.  Mellor’s  daughter.” 

“  Indeed  !  Perhaps  you  will  guide  me  to  him  ?” 

“I  can’t  do  that.  It  is  against  the  orders.” 

Just  then  a  shot  was  fired. 

Old  King  Brady  pretended  to  be  v?ry  much  afraid. 

“Are  they  trying  to  kill  me ?”  he  cried.  “I  had  better  £ret 
out  of  this !” 

No  no ,  it  s  all  right.  That  was  only  a  signal  to  me.” 

“Oh!  A  signal?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  are  they  signaling  you  about?” 

1  hat  was  to  tell  me  that  you  are  all  right,  and  are  to 
be  allowed  to  go  on.” 

“Oh!”  »  A 

“Yes.” 


‘Won’t  you  ride  and  let  me  walk?” 

No.  no:  that  is  not  necessary.  Toll  me  who  vou  are  and 
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Tow  you  came  to  be  here.  It  is  not  very  often  that  we  see  | 
anyone  in  from  the  outside  world.” 

Old  King  Brady  told  his  story  as  they  moved  on  along ! 
the  ridge. 

As  he  made  it  up  to  suit  the  occasion,  it  was  just  about 

right. 

He  observed  that  Miss  Mellor — Minnie  was  her  name, 
as  he  learned  later — listened  with  close  attention. 

She  asked  him  a  lot  of  questions  about  himself. 

“You  look  like  a  kind-hearted  old  man,”  she  burst  out  at 
last. 

k*I  hope  I  have  a  kind  heart,  miss,”  the  detective  replied. 
“I  have  had  trouble  enough,  the  dear  knows,  to  make  me 
feel  kindly  toward  all  men.” 

“Trouble  don't  always  do  that,  sir.” 

“I  know  that,  too.” 

“I  have  had  lots  of  trouble.  I’m  in  trouble  now,”  said 
the  girl,  lowering  her  voice. 

“What  trouble?” 

“Oh,  if  I  only  dared  to  tell  you — to  ask  your  help!” 
“You  can  speak  to  me  freely.” 

“Not  here :  not  now ;  we  may  be  overheard.  There !  See  ! 
What  did  I  say?” 

A  man  suddenly  stepped  out  into  view  from  behind  a 
big  bowlder. 

He  was  armed  with  a  rifle,  and  in  his  buckskin  coat  and 
cowboy  hat  looked  very  fierce. 

Old  King  Brady  recognized  him  as  one  of  the  men  who 
had  joined  in  the  Howling  Coyote  raid. 

This  was  the  notorious  tough,  Tony  the  Greaser,  as  Old 
King  Brady  afterward  learned. 

“I  don’t  know  anything  about  him,  Tony,”  Minnie 
Mellor  hastened  to  call  out. 

“I  know  all  that  is  needed  to  know,  senorita,”  growled 
Tony.  “  This  way,  you  !” 

Old  King  Brady  could  only  follow  the  Greaser. 

Meanwhile  Minnie  glided  in  among  the  rocks  and  disap¬ 
peared. 

“Captain  how  are  you?”  said  Old  King  Brady,  saluting. 
“Have  you  a  Tittle  terbacker  about  you.  I  am  just  dying 
for  a  chew.” 

Tony  wras  more  pliable  than  the  rest,  it  seemed. 

He  produced  a  plug  and  passed  it  over  to  the  detective. 
Old  King  Brady  helped  himself  liberally. 

“You  have  saved  my  life,”  he  remarked,  as  he  handed 

back  the  plug. 

“Say,  if  you  don’t  give  a  pretty  slick  account  of  yerself, 
that  will  be  your  last  chew,  old  man,”  remarked  Tony. 

“This  way!” 

He  wound  in  and  out  among  the  rocks, 
presently  they  began  to  descend  into  a  deep  hollow. 

A  moment  more,  and  having  passed  dear  of  the  rocks,  Old 
King  Brady  saw  a  number  of  rough  frame  buildings  on 

ahead. 

“  JH  that  the  Eureka  Mine?”  he  asked. 

“That’s  the  Eureka,”  Tony  growled. 

“Good  enough  1” 

(j r  had  enough.  We  will  soon  find  out  which.’ 


“I  want  to  see  Mr.  Mellor.” 

“You’ll  see  him.  Better  call  him  Matt  Mellor,  though ; 
he  don’t  like  being  mistered  none.” 

“That  was  his  daughter  up  there?” 

“Never  mind.” 

“A  blamed  pretty  girl.” 

“Never  mind,  I  tell  you.” 

“Say,  I  don’t  seem  to  set  well  on  your  stomach,  friend.” 

Tony  the  Greaser  laughed  and  showed  his  teeth: 

“We  don’t  go  much  on  strangers  here,”  he  said,  “but  we 
do  want  men  to  help  us  work  the  mine.” 

“And  I  am  looking  for  a  mine  to  help  work  in.  I  think 
we  ought  to  come  together  on  this  all  right.” 

“We’ll  see.  It  will  depend  on  yourself.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“Say,  I’m  talking  too  much,  and  may  get  called  down  for 
it,  but  I  will  say  this :  don’t  you  be  scared  when - ” 

“When  what?  Why  don’t  you  finish?” 

“Wait.  We  are  right  at  the  mine  now.” 

They  had  drawn  very  close  to  the  group  of  buildings. 

A  number  of  rough-looking  men  could  be  seen  moving 
about. 

They  did  not  pay  the  least  attention  to  Old  King  Brady, 
which'  he  thought  was  rather  strange. 

All  at  once  Tony  the  Greaser  gave  a  shout  and  made  for 
the  biggest  of  the  buildings  on  the  run. 

“A  spy!  A  spy!”  he  yelled.  “We  have  him  dead  to 
rights  now  !  Spy  !  Spy  !” 

Anyone  would  have  been  startled  by  this  turn  of  affairs. 

Old  King  Brady  reined  in  his  horse  and  sat  perfectly 
still. 

In  an  instant  armed  men  came  dashing  out  from  among 
the  buildings,  from  behind  the  rocks,  from  all  about  him. 

“Spy!  Spy!  Kill  the  spy !”  they  shouted. 

A  dozen  rifles  covered  Old  King  Brady  now. 

Yet  there  the  old  detective  sat  on  the  horse,  calm  and  un¬ 
disturbed,  to  all  outward  appearance. 

“Say,  what’s  the  matter  with  all  you  fellers?”  he  drawled. 
“I  don’t  see  no  spy.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

» 

HARRY  GOES  INTO  PARTNERSHIP  WITH  JUDGE  IZARD. 

“Give  me  your  hand,  young  man.  I’ve  changed  my  mind. 
I’ll  save  you  from  them  falls.” 

This  was  the  most  cheerful  word  Young  King  Brady  had 
heard  in  a  long  time.  . 

With  the  revolver  covering  him,  and  the  falls  right  ahead 
he  had  been  rather  puzzled  to  know  what  to  do. 

The  man  with  the  high  hat  seized  him  by  the  extended 
hand  and  also  by  the  hair  as  he  flew  past. 

“Oh!  Ah!  Ouch!  Great  Scott!  You  hurt!”  cried 
Young  King  Brady,  as  he  was  dragged  out  of  the  stream. 

“Salvation  for  sinners!  It  will  do  you  good  !”  cried  the 
man,  landing  Harry  on  the  rocky  floor  of  a  small  cave. 
“Ha,  ha,  ha!  If  you  don’t  like  my  way  of  doing  business, 
what  did  you  come  here  for — hey?” 
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There  was  a  fire  burning  in  the  cave,  and  somewhere 
overhead  daylight  came  streaming  in. 

Young  King  Brady  could  see  his  strange  rescuer  plain 
enough. 

The  man  was,  perhaps,  sixty  years  old. 

He  was  tall,  gaunt  and  wild-eyed.  ✓ 

He  wore  a  shabby  suit  of  black  and  a  shabbier  plug  hat. 

He  looked  like  a  broken  down  parson,  lawyer,  or  some¬ 
thing  of  the  sort. 

“Boy,  who  are  you?” 

“Just  from  the  States.  Came  to  Badtown  to  seek  my 
fortune,”  replied  Harry.  “Will  you  mind  if  I  strip  and 
dry  my  clothes  by  your  fire?”  he  added,  pulling  off  his 
coat  as  he  spoke. 

“You  can  take  off  your  skin  and  stand  in  your  bones  for 
all  I  care,”  retorted  the  old  man. 

Harry  lost  no  time  in  stripping  to  the  buff. 

Spreading  his  wet  garments  by  the  fire,  he  sat  down  on 
the  stone  floor,  crossed  his  legs  and  calmly  lit  a  cigarette. 

“Hello!  Don't  you  feel  cold?”  asked  the  old  man. 

“Not  now.  I  did  with  my  wet  clothes  on.” 

“Take  this  old  coat  of  mine  to  sit  on.” 

“Thank  you.  It  will  be  a  little  softer.  What’s  your 
name  ?” 

“My  name,  young  man,  is  Judge  Izard.  There !” 

The  judge  folded  his  arms,  threw  out  his  chest,  and  posed. 

“You  don’t  mean  it!”  cried  Harry,  duly  surprised,  of 
course. 

“Yes,  sir;  I  am  Judge  Izard  of  Tucson.” 

“I  never  would  have  believed  it!” 

“You  have  heard  of  me,  of  course?” 

“Why,  of  course.” 

“From  your  father,  probably.” 

“My  uncle.” 

“Yes,  yes.  It  is  some  years  since  I  was  on  the  bench. 
Hardly  in  your  time.  Salvation  for  sinners!  When  I 
first  struck  Tucson  you  were  hardly  hatched.” 

Harry  began  to  feel  afraid  that  he  had  been  a  little  too 
quick  in  recognizing  the  judge,  whose  fame  had  never 
reached  him  until  now. 

But  he  soon  discovered  that  so  long  as  he  let  Judge  Izard 
talk,  it  made  very  little  difference  what  he  said  himself. 

“Yaas,”  drawled  the  judge,  “I  was  right  in  it  down  to 
Tucson  about  the  time  you  were  born,  boy,  but  I’m  dead 
out  of  it  now,  or  you  wouldn't  ketch  me  hiding  in  this  cave.” 

“I  should  say  not,”  replied  Harry.  “Have  a  cigarette?” 

“Don’t  mind  if  I  do.” 

“Help  yourself.  You  may  have  the  whole  pack  if  you 
want  it.” 

“Got  another?” 

“Yes.” 

“  I  don't  care  much  about  hittin’  them  cofhn  nails  as  a 
rule.” 

“Nor  I.  But  when  a  fellow  hasn’t  got  anything  else  to 
smoke,  what  is  he  going  to  do?” 

“That’s  my  ease.  You  hain't  got  no  whisky  with  you,  I 

t .  fj 

n  pose  r 

“Not  a  drop.  Never  use  the  stuff.” 


“That’s  where  you  are  wise;  but  I  do.  You  see  1  hav* 
to.  I’m  a  judge - ” 

“Of  whisky,  sir?” 

“Salvation  for  sinners !  Young  fellow,  don’t  you  get  to$ 
fresh,  or  we  are  going  to  have  a  falling  out.” 

“I  meant  no  harm  at  all,  sir.” 

“Waal,  I’ll  forgive  you  this  time.  Know  why?” 

“I’m  not  gobd  at  guessing.” 

“Because  I  want  a  partner  and  I  think  you  are  about 
the  kind  of  fellow  I  need.” 

“Say,  judge,”  laughed  Harry,  “if  you  want  a  partner 
who  can  put  two  cents  and  no  more  into  the  business,  why, 
then,  I  am  just  your  man.  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

“I  want  just  such  a  jolly  fellow  as  you,  and  I  don't  care 
a  blame  about  the  cash,”  said  the  judge. 

Then  he  began  to  question  Harry  closely. 

The  story  that  he  got  back  seemed  to  satisfy  him. 

Young  King  Brady  gave  the  name  of  Steve  French. 

He  told  a  hard  luck  story,  and  told  it  in  such  a  way  that 
made  it  seem  as  if  he  was  ready  for  anything. 

“This  scheme  of  mine  isn’t  a  bad  one,  boy,”  remarked 
J udge  Izard  at  last,  at  the  same  time  lighting  a  fresh  cigar¬ 
ette. 

“I  believe  I  could  stand  for  about  anything  the  way  I 
feel  now.  I  wish  you  would  explain.” 

“Well,  I  will.  You  understand,  I’m  a  judge?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“You  didn’t  say  ‘of  whisky’  that  time.  If  you  had  I 
should  have  rapped  you  over  the  head.” 

“Go  on.” 

“Besides  being  a  judge,  I  am  also  a  lawyer.” 

“Judges  usually  are.” 

“Not  always  in  Arizona.  That  remark  shows  your  ignor¬ 
ance.” 

“I  acknowledge  the  corn.” 

“I  accept  your  apology.” 

“It  was  not  intended  for  an  apology,  but  you  can  call  it  so 
if  you  wish.” 

“Hold  up,  now.  No  fencing.  I  want  to  get  ahead  here.” 

“Go  on.” 

“I've  been  practicing  at  the  bar  in  Badtown  for  the  last 
few  months.” 

“Before  or  behind  the  bar,  judge?” 

Harry  just  couldn’t  help  saying  it. 

“Gee  whiz  !”  roared  the  judge.  “I’ll  make  you  sweat  for 
that !” 


He  made  a  spring  for  Harry. 

Young  King  Brady  sprang  to  his  feet  and  skipped  off  into 
the  depths  of  the  cave,  laughing  heartily. 

“Judge,  I  really  beg  your  pardon.  Let  me  come  back  and 
I  promise  to  be  good!”  he  called  out. 

“Salvation  for  sinners!  If  you  don't  come  back  and  be¬ 
have  yourself,  I'll  chuck  your  clothes  in  the  tire!"  bawled 
the  judge. 


This  brought  Harry  back  in  a  hurry,  and  peace  was  de¬ 
clared  for  the  time  being,  at  all  events. 

“  Now,  boy,  listen  to  me  in  sober  earnest."  said  Judge 
Izard,  “and  don’t  you  interrupt  me  again.  I've  got  a  big 
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scheme  on  hand,  and  being  an  old  man,  I  don't  feel  quite 
t  qual  to  carrying  it  out.  \\  hat  1  need  is  help — some  one  to 
srand  by  me — some  young  fellow  like  you.” 

“As  you  said  before,  you  want  a  partner,  judge.” 

“That's  it.” 

“Well,  I'm  with  you.  Go  on.” 

Then  Judge  Izard  got  down  to  business. 

The  story  he  told  was  much  more  interesting  to  Young 
King  Brady  than  he  supposed  it  was  going  to  be. 

It  appeared  that  Judge  Izard  had  opened  an  office  in  Bad- 
town  some  months  before,  where  he  started  in  to  practice 
law. 

A  few  weeks  before  Matt  Melloh  called  upon  him  and 
told  him  the  >vhole  story  of  the  Eureka  Mine. 

The  rascally  superintendent  kept  nothing  back. 

He  told  just  how  he  had  stolen  the  mine  and  all  about  it. 

He  explained  the  whole  situation,  and  wound  up  by  ask¬ 
ing  Judge  Izard’s  advice  as  to  how  he  could  get  legal  pos¬ 
session  of  the  property. 

The  judge  advised  him  to  forge  a  bill  of  sale  from  Mr. 
Bassett,  transferring  the  mine  land  to  him,  and  dating 
the  same  back  three  years. 

The  judge  was  to  appear  as  witness,  and  had  agreed  to 
swear  to  the  genuineness  of  the  bill  of  sale. 

For  this  service  he  was  to  receive  a  quarter  interest  in  the 
mine  and  two  thousand  dollars  in  cash. 

All  was  arranged  to  carry  out  the  rascally  scheme,"  but 
on  the  day  fixed  Matt  Mellor  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance, 
and  Judge  Izard  had  not  seen  him  since. 

To  this  astonishing  confession  Harry  listened  in  absolute 
silence. 

He  saw  that  he  had  run  up  against  a  very  important  per¬ 
son  in  the  case  upon  which  he  was  working. 

Well,”  he  said,  when  the  judge  had  ceased  to  speak,  “and 
what  do  you  intend  to  do ?  What’s  your  scheme?” 

“My  scheme  is  revenge!”  hissed  tjie  judge. 

His  whole  manner  was  tigerish  in  its  fierceness. 

Harry  returned  to  his  original  estimate  of  this  strange 
man. 

He  made  up  his  mind  that  J udge  Izard  was  decidedly  in¬ 
sane. 

“I’d  want  to  be  revenged  if  I  was  in  your  place,”  he  said. 

“Wouldn’t  you?”  cried  the  judge.  “Wouldn't  any  man? 
Of  course  they  would.” 

“What  do  you  propose?” 

“To  play  into  the  hands  of  the  real  owner  of  the  land.” 

“This  man  Bassett?” 

'  “Yes.” 

“How  will  you  do  it?” 

“Easy  enough.  We  will  find  out  where  the  mine  is.  We 
will  get  proof  against  this  fellow  Mellor  and  bis  partner, 
|fappy  jack  Hyer.  We  will  write  Mr.  Bassett  and  offer 

these  proofs  for  cash.” 

“Good  scheme,  but  where  do  1  come  in  ? 

“You  will  help  me  find  the  mine.” 

“Oh,  then  you  don’t  know  just  where  it  is?” 

“No;  and  what’s  more,  I  m  lost.” 

“Well,  no  am  1.” 


“We  must  find  ourselves.” 

“  All  right.” 

“You  will  w,ork  in  with  me,  French?” 

“Sure,  if  you  wish  it.” 

“I  do.” 

“It’s  a  bargain.” 

“We  go  halves  in  this.” 

“That’s  fair.” 

“Shake,  then.  Steve  French  and  Judge  Izard  are  part¬ 
ners  from  this  on.” 

While  Harry  dressed  himself,  he  and  the  judge  had  some 
further  talk. 

CT h ere  was  no  question  about  the  old  man  being  weak- 
minded. 

That  he  was  a  great  scoundrel  was  equally  certain. 

Harry  joked  him  into  the  best  of  humor,  and  then  they 
began  to  discuss  the  best  way  of  getting  out  of  the  cave. 

“Question  is,  how  did  you  get  in  it,  judge?”  Young  King 
Brady  at  first  remarked. 

■  “I  go  to  show  you,  my  boy,  and  to  prove  to  you  that  it 
will  do  you  no  earthly  good  to  know.” 

The  judge  then  lighted  his  lantern,  which  he  had  care¬ 
fully  extinguished  when  daylight  began  to  come,  and  led  the 
way  back  into  the  cave. 

They  soon  came  out  into  the  light. 

A  section  of  the  rocf  had  fallen  in  about  twenty  feet  in 
width. 

Part  of  one  side  was  gone,  too,  and  here  there  was  a  nar¬ 
row  trail  leading  down  the  mountain. 

“That’s  the  way  I  came  up,”  said  the  judge.  “So  you  see 
I  am  lost  so  far  as  finding  the  mine  is  concerned.” 

“The  trail  to  the  mine  lies  further  on,”  said  Harry,  al¬ 
luding  to  his  trumped-up  story  again. 

“But  we  can’t  go  back  through  the  water,”  he  added. 

“No,”  said  the  judge;  “I  can’t  and  won't.  Partner,  you 
will  have  to  think  of  some  other  way.” 

“The  cave  takes  a  turn  here  and  runs  in  the  same  direc¬ 
tion  as  the  stream.  Suppose  we  follow  on  that  way?” 

“I’m  with  you.  Probably  it  won’t  amount  to  anything, 
but  I  will  stick  to  you  to  the  death.” 

They  pushed  on  still  further  into  the  recesses  of  the  cave. 

A  walk  of  half  an  hour  brought  them  to  the  end  of  the 
cave. 

Here  it  narrowed  down  so  that  there  was  barely  room  for 
Young  King  Brady  and  the  judge  to  stand  together. 

“Salvation  for  sinners!”  cried  the  judge,  bursting  out 
with  his  favorite  exclamation.  “Here  we  are  at  the  end  of 
our  rope.” 

“That’s  what.  Why,  judge,  look  here !” 

Young  King  Brady  had  made  a  discovery. 

They  were  not  the  first  to  explore  the  depths  of  the  cave. 

Ontthe  ground  lay  two  sledge  hammers  and  a  crowbar. 

The  remains  of  a  fire  was  here  also,  and  there  were  little 
piles  of  broken  stone  which  had  been  pounded  fine  with  the 
ham  rners. 

“Prospecting !”  cried  the  judge.  “This  is  worth  looking- 
in  to,  partner.” 
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lie  took  up  one  of  the  sledge;  hammers  and  slung  il  over 
his  head,  striking  the  rock  at  the  end  of  the  cave. 

It  gave  back  a  hollow  sound. 

“Salvation  for  sinners !”  cried  the  judge.  “We  are  not  at 
at  the  end  of  our  rope  yet,  partner.  There’s  more  cave  be¬ 
yond  this,  if  we  could  only  get  on  the  other  side  of  this 
w.all.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


“Yes.” 

“Understand,  my  man,  from  the  moment  you  were  chal¬ 
lenged  in  the  gorge  you  were  in  ‘my  power.  Word  wa| 
passed  from  one  of  my  scouts  to  another,  until  it  reached  me 
that  you  were  coming  forward.” 

“Yes,  sir.”  )  I 

“If  you  lrad  shown  the  slightest  fear  you  would  have  been 

instantly  shot.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“We  want  only  brave  men  with  us,  and  such  fare  well  at 
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If  Old  King  Brady  had  shown  the  slightest  sign  of  fear 
he  would  have  been  instantly  shot. 

This  rush  upon  him  was  merely  to  test  the  old  man. 

The  old  detective  sat  there  on  his  horse  as  cool  as  a  cu¬ 
cumber 

“  Where  is  the  spy  ?  I  don’t  see  no  spy,”  he  kept  saying. 
“Boss!”- he  called  out  to  Tony  the  Greaser,  “what’s  all 
this  row  about?” 

Tony  laughed. 

Then  a  tall  man,  with  an  immense  head  and  a  heavy  black 
mustache,  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  larger  house. 

“  That  will  do,  boys,”  he  called  out.  “  lrou  may  bring  him 
in  here.” 

“Matt  Mellor !”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “I  have  pene¬ 
trated  to  the  very  root  of  the  mystery.  Here  I  am  at  the 
lost  gold  mine.  Now  what  is  coming  next?” 

There  was  a  lot  coming,  if  Old  King  Brady  had  only 
known  it. 

He  was  to  have  all  he  wanted  to  do  for  the  next  few  days. 
Dismounting,  the  detective  was  led  into  a  sort  of  office  by 
Tony  the  Greaser. 

It  was  decently  furnished.  There  were  picturesNm  the 
walls,  and  two  handsome  desks. 

The  tall  man  waved  Tony  the  Greaser  out  of  the  place 
and  then  closed  the  door.  . 

Then  he  drew  a  revolver,  thrust  it  into  Old  King  Brady’s 
face  and  looked  him  straight  in  the  eye. 

It  was  a  terrible  ordeal. 

Old  King  Brady  never  even  winked. 

He  saw  in  this  a  final  test  of  his  courage. 

He  was  right. 

After  a  moment  the  man  lowered  the  weapon,  and  thrust¬ 
ing  it  into  his  pocket,  said: 

“You’re  no  coward,  whoever  you  are.” 

“Not  only  that,”  said  the  detective,  “but  if  you  had  shot 
me  1  shouldn’t  have  cared.’ 

“Why  do  you  say  that?” 

“I  say  it  because  I  am  tired  of  life.” 

“You  are  dressed  like  a  miner,  but  you  speak  like  a  man 
of  education  and  intelligence.” 

“I  am  all  of  that.  1  have  done  mining,  too.” 

“What’s  your  name?” 

“Of  late  1  have  posed  under  the  name  of  Old  Joe  Ric  . 
My  real  name  is  Joseph  Decker,  sir.” 

“And  your  object  in  coming  up  here  was  to  get  work  as 

a  miner?” 


my  hands.” 

“Yes,  sir.  So  the  watchman  at  the  Badtown  Smelting 
Works  said.” 

“He  told  the  truth.  He  is  in  my  pay.” 

“Yes,  sir.  Yffiu  are  Matt  Mellor,  I  take  it.” 

“That’s  my  name.  What  do  you  know  about  mining? 
Enough  to  superintend  a  gang  of  men?” 

“I  think  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

He  knew  so. 

Earlier  in  his  life  the  old  detective  had  worked  at  mining, 
and  this  more  than  once. 

“How  well  do  you  write?”  asked  Mellor,  suddenly. 

*  Old  King  Brady  stepped  up  to  one  of  the  desks  and  gave 
him  a  sample  of  his  work. 

“Good!”  exclaimed  Mellor.  “What  do  you  know  about 
bookkeeping?” 

“I  am  a  good  bookkeeper,  sir.” 

“Humph !  Did  the  watchman  tell  you  that  we  were  run¬ 
ning  this  mine  in  a  peculiar  way?” 

“He  said  something  to  that  effect.” 

“How  much  did  he  tell  you?" 

“  Oh,  not  very  much.  He  just  said  that  you  were  having 
trouble  with  the  eastern  stockholders;  that  was  all.” 

“Yes.  Now  look  here,  Decker.  •  What  I  want  is  a  confi¬ 
dential  man  whom  I  can  trust.  If  I  can  find  such  a  man  I 
will  make  him  a  millionaire.  I  want  a  man  who  knows 
more  of  business  than  I  do.  I  want  a  man  who  won’t  hesi¬ 
tate  to  do  as  he  is  told,  and  who  has  no  curiosity,  do  you 
understand  ?” 

The  detective  nodded. 

“Of  course,  I  can’t  trust  you  off-hand.” 

“Certainly  not.”  | 

“  I  want  to  know  you  better.  Stop  around  here  with  me 
for  a  few  weeks.  Show  what  you  can  do,  and  if  you  prove 
yourself  all  right,  you  won’t  regret  it.  Now  that’s  my  story. 
Get  your  breakfast.  You  will  be  shown  to  your  room,  and 
later  in  the  morning  I’ll  show  you  the  mine.” 

“Mr.  Mellor,  you  can  trust  me,"  said  Old  King  Brady, 
simply. 

“  I  believe  it,”  replied  Mellor,  shaking  hands. 

Matt  Mellor  was  a  shrewd  villain,  but  this  time  he  had 
made  a  mistake. 

Old  King  Bradv  found  him  more  of  an  educated  man 
than  he  had  expected. 

He  sized  up  the  situation  correctly,  as  lie  usually  did. 

Mellor’s  success  with  the  stolen  mine  had  made  him  ene¬ 
mies. 

Here  he  was  turning  out  gold  by  the  hatful,  but  what 
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10  wanted  was  to  pose  as  a  mine  owner  and  a  millionaire. 
This  he  could  not  do  with  such  men  around  1  im  as  Happy 
I  Jack  Hver  and  his  gang. 

Old  Kmg  Brady  was  now  turned  over  to  a  young  man 
who  took  him  up-stairs  and  showed  him  a  comfortably  fur- 
Inished  room. 

“That  s  for  you,  he  said.  “Kow,  if  you  want  breakfast 
come  with  me.’’ 

He  le4  the  way  to  a  dining-room  on  the  ground  floor. 

One  or  two  men  were  eating  at  a  long  table. 

A  Chinaman  was  waiting  on  them,  and  another  could  be 
seen  through  the  open  door  of  a  kitchen,  which  opened  off 
the  dining-room. 

Old  King  Brady  sat  down  at  the  table,  and  the  Chinaman 
served  him  with  a  comfortable  meal.  ' 

After  breakfast  the  detective  went  out  on  the  piazza  for 
an  hour  or  more. 

.  Men  came  and  went,  but  paid  no  attention  to  him. 

Old  King  Brady  was  able  to  study  the  situation  on  the 
outside  to  his  heart’s  content. 

There  was  plenty  going  on  at  the  mine. 

The  main  shaft  was  under  a  small  frame  building. 

A  ext  to  this  was  an  engine-house,  and  the  puffing  of  steam 
was  constantly  heard. 

Men  were  engaged  in  hoisting  ore. 

The  clank  of  the  hoisting  machine  was  incessant. 

The  ore  was  being  wheeled  in  barrows  into  a  long,  low 
building,  where  it  was  dumped.' 

Beyond  this  building  was  a  large  barn. 

Beyond  the  barn,  on  a  little  patch  of  green  watered  by  the 
mountain  stream,  a  number  of  mules  were  feeding. 

Beyond  this  patch  was  a  small  building  of  stone  which  was 
solid  enough  for  a  jail. 

Old  King  Brady  wondered  if  Harry  and  Mr.  Bassett  were 
confined  there. 

If  he  had  dared  he  would  have  gone  over  to  this  building 
and  inspected  it. 

He  remembered  what  Matt  Mellor  had  said  about  cu¬ 
riosity,  however. 

By  doing  this  he  was  afraid  of 'spoiling  all. 

The  detective  had  just  filled  his  pipe  for  the  third  time 
when  the  office  door  opened  and  Matt  Mellor  came  out. 

He  wore  a  big,  white  hat,  and  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves, 
for  the  day  had  turned  out  very  warm. 

“Well,  Decker,  how  have  they  been  using  you?”  he  asked 
abruptly. 

“I’ve  had  the  first  square  meal,  sir,  that  I’ve  eaten  in  a 
month :  I’ve  had  two  g<j>od  smokes  with  a  bit  of  tobacco  one 
of  vour  men  gave  me,  and  feel  comfortable.  I  m  ready  to 
go  to  work  any  time.” 

“Come  and  see  my  mine,”  said  Mellor,  in  his  abrupt  way. 

“1  want  your  idea.” 

“Old  King  Brady  rose  and  followed  him. 

|  “We  have  two  shifts  here,  Decker,”  said  Mellor.  “One 
flu  when?  they  are  hoisting.  That  s  the  only  one  that  pays. 

The  other  i-  a  new  shaft  which  I  sank  last  fall.  We  went 
Kp,  :)Iim|r,.,j  and  Uw  nf  v  h  O  on  tin-  quartz,  vein,  expect-  j 

mg  v,  -iri'O  gold,  hut  we  have  not  struck  even  a  coloi 


yet.  I  have  not  been  able  to  tell  whether  the  ore  body  lies 
off  to  the  right  or  the  left.  Perhaps  you  can  help  me  out.” 

He  might  have  asked  a  worse  man. 

While  Old  King  Brady  certainly  could  not  claim  to  be  an 
expert  miner,  he  still  had  considerable  experience  in  that 
line,  as  has  already  been  said. 

They  walked  on  to  a  smaller  shaft  house  about  a  hun¬ 
dred  feet  distant  from  the  one  where  the  hoisting  machine 
was. 

There  was  no  hoist  here. 

The  descent  of  the  shaft  had  to  be  made  on  ladders  locked 
together. 

It  was  hard  work  for  Old  King  Brady. 

His  head  was  spinning  like  a  top  when  he  got  to  the  end 
of  that  one  hundred  and  twenty  feet. 

“You  stood  that  well  for  so  heavy  a  man,”  remarked 
Mellor,  flashing  a  lantern  which  he  had  brought  with  him 
into  the  detective’s  face. 

“I’m  a  little  dizzy,  that’s  all.” 

“There  ought  to  be  a  hoist  here.  I  should  put  one  in, 
but  I  don’t  care  to  go  to  the  expense  until  we  have  struck 
something.” 

“You  are  not  working  here  now?” 

“No;  we  haven’t  been  since  last  fall.  What  do  you  think 
of  it?” 

Old  King  Brady  took  the  lantern  in  his  own  hand  and 
flashed  it  around. 

There  was  the  vein  of  white  quartz  running  straight  down 
through  black  slate  rock. 

There  wras  not  a  sign  of  gold  in  it  that  he  could  see. 

Now,  Old  King  Brady  is  certainly  one  of  the  luckiest  men 
on  earth. 

He  was  just  about  to  remark  that  it  did  not  look  very 
promising,  when  his  sharp  eyes  suddenly  caught  the  glitter 
of  gold  in  the  vein  away  down  near  the  bottom  of  the  shaft, 
on  the  right  hand  sicle^  as  he  stood. 

“I  think  I  see  my  chance,”  thought  the  old  detective. 

He  had  already  observed  that  Matt  Mellor  was  decidedly 
short-sighted,  and  he  felt  sure  there  was  little  chance  of 
his  seeing  the  gold  specks  in  the  vein  unless  his  attention 
was  particularly  called  to  it. 

Old  King  Brady  began  to  talk  learnedly  about  mines  and 
mining. 

Matt  Mellor  joined  in  freely. 

He  recognized  Old  King  Brady  as  a  man  of  intelligence, 
and  he  was  glad  to  hear  what  he  had  to  say. 

“  Then  you  wouldn’t  give  up  here  if  this  was  your  proper¬ 
ty?”  said  Mellor. 

“No,  indeed,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  think  this 
shaft  may  be  made  to  pay  yet.” 

“Which  would  you  do,  sink  the  shaft  deeper  or  drift  in 
the  sides?” 

i 

“Let  me  see,”  replied  the  detective. 

He  got  down  on  bis  knees  and  examined  the  vein  on 
both  sides  with  close  attention. 

“1  believe  I  would  put  in  a  blast  right  here,”  he  said, 
pointing  to  the  place  where  lie  had  discovered  the  gold. 

“I  shall  take  your  advice,”  said  Mellor. 
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“The  rock  is  a  little  loose  here,”  continued  Old  King 
Brady.  “Just  hold  that  drill  for  me,  boss.  I  think  we 
<can  pry  a  bit  of  the  vein  rock  off  and  see  what  it  has 
to  show  further  in.” 


Old  King  Brady  seized  the  drill  and  drove  it  into  a 
narrow  crack  in  the  vein. 

Mr.  Mellor  then  took  hold,  while  Old  King  Brady  taking 
up  the  sledge  began  “striking”  as  it  is  called. 

“You  strike  like  an  old  hand  at  the  business,  Decker,” 
said  Mellor. 

“I  am  an  olA  hand.” 

“It  isn't  all  old  hands  who  can  strike  as  well.” 

/ 

“I’d  like  to  make  a  big  strike  while  I’m  about  it.” 

“I  wish  you  might.  You  wouldn’t  lose  anything  by  it 
if  you  did.” 

“I  believe  you.  I  think  yon  are  a  square  man.” 

“I  return  the  compliment.” 

“But  you  don’t  know  me,  boss.” 

i 

“I  know  you  as  well  as  you  know  me.  I  can  size  up 
a  man  by  his  looks  and  his  talk.” 

“Can  you?”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “My  life 
wouldn't  be  worth  much  if  that  was  true.” 

He  stopped  striking  a  few  minutes  later. 

“Now  then,  boss,  let’s  see  if  we  can  pry  off  a  bit  of 
that  vein  rock!”  he  exclaimed. 

They  both  laid  hold  of  the  drill  and  pulled  with  all 
their  strength. 

The  result  was  even  better  than  Old  King  Brady  had 
expected. 

A  big  piece  of  the  rock  came  flying  off. 

“Holy  smoke!  Look  here,  Decker!”  Matt1  Mellor  fairly 
shouted. 

He  stooped  down  and  picked  up  a  few  6f  the  loose  pieces 

of  rock. 

They  were  fairly  'bristling  with  gold. 

“Well,  I  declare!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

“Show  a  light  here  on  the  big  piece,”  called  Mellor 
excitedly. 


The  detective  flashed  the  light  down. 

It  was  the  same  with  this  piece,  and  still  the  same  in 
the  vein  from  which  it  had  been  broken. 

Here  was  Old  King  Brady’s  wonderful  luck  again. 

He  had  turned  the  barren  shaft  into  a  mine  which  prom¬ 
ised  great  thing. 

“Well,  well,  well  !”  cried  Mellor.  “You’ve  got  a  great 
head,  old  man !  You  know  your  business !  That’s  one 
thing  sure !” 


“Well,  1  have  had  some  little  experience  in  mining,  as 
I  told  you,”  sairl  Old  King  Brady,  modestly. 

“Little  experience!  Why  it’s  science.  That’s  what  it 
is;  downright  science!  You  made  no  mistake  in  comino- 
up  here,  Decker.  Your  fortune  is  made  all  rmht.” 

And  so  Matt  Mellor  went  on  for  some  time. 

All  the  while  he  was  hammering  at  the  broken  piece 
of  rock,  breaking  if  into  smaller  pieces. 

“Hark!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  suddenly.  “What 
noise  was  that  ?”  /•  ’ 


“The  echo  of  my  hammer,”  replied  Mellor.  “Why?” 

“Why!  Because  it  wasn’t  the  echo  of  your  hammer.” 

“You’re  right.  There  it  goes  again.  What  can  it 
mean  ?” 

The  sound  came  from  over  in  one  corner  of  the  shaft. 

It  was  muffled  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  unmistakably  the 
ring  of  a  hammer. 

“This  is  most  mysterious,”  exclaimed  Mellor.  “I  can’t 
understand  it  at  all.” 

“Is  there  no  cave  behind  this  wall?”  asked  the  de¬ 
tective. 

“Not  that  I  know  of.” 

“Still  there  must  be  somebody  behind  there.” 

“That’s  right,  too;  and  whoever  it  is  knows  how  to 
swing  the  hammer  pretty  well.” 

“He’s  doing  some  pretty  powerful  pounding.” 

“That’s  what.  Hello !  The  rock  is  beginning  to  crack.” 

“They  will  be  through  it  in  a  minute,  whoever  they 
are.” 

1  ,  '  ,  ,o . 

Matt  Mellor  was  as  puzzled  as  Old  King  Brady. 

Perhaps  the  reader  may  guess  what  is  coming. 

But  it  must  be  remembered  that  Old  King  Bradv  be¬ 
lieved  Harry  to  be  a  prisoner  in  one  of  the  buildings  of 
the  mine. 

Fancy  his  astonishment  then  when  a  big  mass  of  rock 
came  tumbling  into  the  shaft,  and  then  he  saw  Harry’s 
face  peering  in  through  the  breach. 

Standing  beside  him  was  an  old  man  with  chin  whis¬ 
kers  and  a  shabby  tall  hat. 

Old  King  Brady  has  just  time  to  make  a  sign  to  Harry 
not  to  recognize  him  when  Matt  Mellor  sprang  forward 
shouting : 

“By  Judas,  it’s  Judge  Hazard !  You  old  scoundrel,  how 
came  you  in  there?” 

~ 

CHAPTER  IX. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  PLAYS  A  DESPERATE  GAME. 


“  Salvation  for  sinners  !  If  it  ain’t  Matt  Mellor !  Burn 
me  alive  if  this  ain’t  a  surprise!”  cried  Judge  Izard,  draw¬ 
ing  himself  up  to  his  full  height  and  posing  behind  the 
hole  in  the  wall. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  motionless  and  silent. 

He  had. a  part  to  play  here. 

I  hat  part  was  to  make  it  appear  that  all  this  was  a 
matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  him,  and  he  played  it 
well. 

Young  King  Brady  on  the  other  side  of  the  breach  stood 
leaning  on  the  sledge-hammer. 

Like,  his  partner  Harry  was  saying  nothing  at  all. 

“None  of  your  fool  talk.  Judge!”  cried  Mellor.  whip¬ 
ping  out  a  revolver.  “You  know  my  way  of  doing  busi¬ 
ness.  Step  in  here.” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  judge. 


“Right  smart,  now.  Who's  this  boy?” 
“This  boy,  sir.  is  my  young  friend  Steve 


French. 


French, 
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my  boy,  this  gentleman  is  the  Hon.  Mathew  Mellor,  Es¬ 
quire.  Mellor  is  the  owner  of  these  mines. ” 

Thus  saying.  Judge  Izard  threw  one  of  his  long  legs 
through  the  breach. 

The  other  followed  it,  and  the  judge  stood  in  front  of 
the  revolver  in  the  new  shaft. 

‘‘You  too,  French!”  cried  Mellor  savagely. 

“All  right,  boss,”  said  Harry. 

Mellor  flashed  the  lantern  on  him  when  he  came  into 
the  shaft,  surveying  him  from  head  to  foot. 

“Humph  !”  he  cried.  “I  reckon  I  know  something  about 
you  if  I  haven’t  seen  you  before.” 

“If  you  do  it’s  more  than  I  do,  Matt,”  said  the  judge. 
“He's  a  stranger  to  me.” 

“  Shut  up !  Speak  when  you  are  spoken  to !  Boy,  you 
were  captured  in  the  Howling  Coyote  down  at  Badtown 
last  night.” 

“That’s  true,”  said  Harry  quietly. 

“You  escaped  from  my  men  on  the  way  up  here.” 

“True  again.” 

“You  dove  into  the  pool  and  pretended  to  be  drowned.” 

“I  didn’t  say  anything  about  being  drowned.  I  wanted 
to  get  away  and  I  tried  my  best.” 

“Oh,  you  little  liar!”  cried  the  judge.  “You  told  me 
altogether  a  different  story  from  that.” 

“I  don’t  tell  all  I  know7,”  said  Harry.  “I’d  be  a  fool 
if  I  did.” 

“Enough !”  cried  Mellor.  “I’ll  attend  to  your  case  later. 
Now  then.  Judge,  what  brought  you  here?” 

“Well,  Matt  and  I  were  just  searching  around.  I  didn’t 
know7  you  lived  in  here  or  I  wouldn’t  have  knocked  on 
your  door,  you  bet.” 

“I  judge  not,  Judge.” 

“Salvation  for  sinners,  no!” 

“You  treacherous  hound,  what’s  in  behind  there?” 

“A  cave,  your  honor.” 

“Where  does  it  lead  to?” 

“Through  to  a  rushing  stream  called  Badtown  Creek, 
your  royal  highness.” 

“Enough  of  that  unless  you  want  me  to  blow  the  top 
of  your  head  off.  The  whole  truth  of  the  matter  is  you 
were  snooping  about  in  the  Dome  Rock  range  trying  to 
locate  the  mine.  You  know  it  blamed  well.” 

“Matt,  I  won’t  deny  it.” 

“It  would  be  no  use.  Aiever  mind.  Now  that  you  are 
here  vou  have  got  to  do  my  bidding.  Just  draw  up  that 
transfer.  Judge.” 

“Why,  certainly,  my  dear  boy.  1 11  sign  it  too  if  you  say 

so.” 

“It’s  not  necessary.  Know  why?” 

“Indeed  I  don’t.” 

'“I  have  Decimus  Bassett  a  prisoner  here  at  this  very 

moment !” 

“Oee  whiz!  You  don’t  say  so!”  Judge  Izard  cried. 

“fj>  the  ladder  with  yon!  We  will  explore  this  cave 
later,  Deck er.  Put  that  boy  up  ahead  of  you.  Jack  Hyer 
want  to  do  him  up  for  a  rough  turn  he  served  him  on 

the  road,  I  believe.” 


1 - • 

“Stand  ready  to  go  up  that  ladder,  boy,”  said  Old  King 

Brady,  seizing  Harry  roughly  by  the  arm. 

“Don’t  pull  a  fellow  about  so,”  growled  Harry.  “I’m 
not  going  to  try  to' escape.” 

“You  better  not  think  of  it,”  said  Mellor;  “that  is  if 
you  want  to  live.  And  as  for  you,  Judge,  tell  you  right 
now7  I’ll  do  you  up  if  you  make  the  least  effort  to  leave 
this  place  until  I  give  the  wrord.” 

Matt  Mellor  w7ent  up  the  ladder  then. 

The  judge  followed. 

He  was  puffin  like  a  grampus  when  he  reached  the 
top. 

Twice  he  came  near  falling  and  his  plug  hat  actually 
did  fall  off. 

“My  hat!  my  hat!  I  must  go  back  after  it!”  he  cried. 

“If  you  don’t  come  on  I’ll  send  your  head  after  your 
hat!”  Mellor  said. 

7  '  * 

“Don’t  worry,  Judge,  your  hat  has  landed  on  my  head !” 
called  Harry,  for  such  was  the  case. 

Landed  at  the  top  of  the  shaft  himself,  Mellor  dragged 
the  judge  up  to  the  house  and  ordered  him  into  the  office. 

“You  stay  there  till  I  come,”  he  snarled.  “Remember, 
you  are  being  watched  every  instant  of  the  time  you  are 
here.” 

“Yours  truly,  Matt.  I  know  you  and  your  ways  pretty 
w7ell,”  retorted  the  judge  as  he  went  through  the  office 
door. 

“He’s  a  bad  one,  Decker,”  remarked  Matt  Mellor.  “I’ve 
knowm  him  for  years.  Bring  that  boy  this  way.  Here’s 
our  jail.  I’m  going  to  show  it  to  you.  We  have  several 
prisoners  in  there.” 

He  led  the  way  to  the  stone  house,  and  Old  King  Brady 
led  Harry  after  him. 

A  .guard  stood  at  the  door  with  a  rifle. 

He  saluted  Mellor  and  opened  the  door. 

Mellor  led  the  way  into  a  sizeable  room. 

Here  were  the  prisoners. 

There  was  Mr.  Bassett  and  a  young  man  easily  recog¬ 
nizable  as  his  son. 

Old  King  Brady  rather  expected  to  see  the  actress,  Mag¬ 
gie  Hynes,  but  she  was  not  there. 

“Now  then,  young  fellow,  you’ll  stop  here  till  Happy 
Jack  comes  back,”  said  Mellor.  “Make  yourself  at  home. 
You’ll  find  a  sleeping  bunk  up  in  the  loft  at  the  top 
of  that  ladder.  Bassett — old  Bassett  I  mean — step  this 
way.” 

Mr.  Decimus  Bassett  came  forward  with  dignified  tread. 

“What  is  it  you  want?”  he  demanded.  “Have  you  de¬ 
cided  to  release  me  and  my  son?” 

“Yes,  on  the  same  conditions  I  put  to  you  when  you 
came  in.” 

“I  will  never  accced  to  them.” 

“I  shall  give  you  three  days  to  think  about  it.” 

“If  you  give  me  three  v  ars  it  would  be  just  the  same.” 

“And  then  if  you  still  refuse  you  die!”  continued  Mel¬ 
lor.  “Come,  Decker,  we  are  through  here.” 

They  left  the  prison  together,  and  that  was  all  Old  King 
Brady  saw  of  the  prisoners  for  the  next  two  days. 
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There  seemed  lo  be  absolutely  no  chance  to  get  at  them 
or  to  make  any  move  to  help  out  the  situation. 

It  was  mines  and  only  mines. 

The  cave  was  explored;  several  big  blasts  were  put  in 
the  new  shaft. 

The  result  confirmed  Old  King  Brady’s  discoveries. 

A  rich  vein  of  gold  ore  had  been  found. 

Everybody  was  wild  over  it. 

Old  King  Bradv  was  stationed  in  the  new  shaft  and 
kept  busy  there. 

Judge  Izard  was  placed  in  charge  of  the  office,  and 
every  time  the  detective  saw  him  he  was  busy  writing  at 
one  of  the  desks. 

Happy  Jack  and  his  men  were  away  somewhere  and 
did  not  show  up  at  the  end  of  the  second  day.  There 
was  no  chance  to  get  near  the  prisoners  for  the  guard 
was  always  pacing  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  prison. 

Occasionally  Old  King  Brady  saw  the  girl  Minnie  Mel- 
lor. 

She  did  not  speak,  but  each  time  she  gave  him  a  be¬ 
seeching  look  which  the  detective  could  not  altogether  un¬ 
derstand? 

Such  was  the  situation  when  Old  King  Brady  retired 
to  bed  late  in  the  evening  on  the  second  day. 

The  detective  did  not  remove  his  clothes,  but  just  lay 
down  on  the  outside  of  the  bed. 

The  fact  was,  Old  King  Brady  had  formed  a  desperate 
resolve. 

Certain  words  which  passed  between  Matt  Mellor  and 
Judge  Izard  had  brought  him  to  this  determination. 

In  order  to  down  Mellor  and  serve  Mr.  Bassett  in  his 
fight  for  the  gold  mine  it  was  necessary  to  get  absolute 
proof  of  the  superintendent’s  rascality. 

Old  King  Brady  thought  he  saw  a  way  of  doing  this 
and  of  doing  it  that,  very  night. 

When  the  detective  went  to  his  bedroom  that  night  he 
left  everyone  else  up. 

It  was  to  be  a  great  night  in  the  Eureka  camp. 

In  honor  of  Old  King  Brady’s  discovery,  Matt  Mellor 
had  given  his  men  leave  to  have  a  little  celebration. 

There  was  to  be  a  dance  in  the  big  dining  room. 

Maggie  Hynes,  who,  as  the  detective  previously  learned, 
didn’t  seem  to  mind  her  present  situation  very  much,  was 
to  give  an  exhibition  of  her  skill  as  a  danseuse  for  the 
benefit  of  the  miners. 

There  was  to  be  a  supper  at  midnght  and  plenty  of 
whisky  and  beer.  » 

Shortly  after  midnight  Happy  Jack  and  his  men  were 
expected  to  come  into  camp  and  join  in  the  festivities. 

Music  was  to  be  furnished  by  two  of  the  miners,  one 
playing  the  fiddle  and  another  the  accordeon. 

Altogether  it  was  to  be  a  regular  fandango,  and  the 
order  had  gone  out  that  there  was  to  be  no  business  next 
dav. 

Of  course  Old  King  Bradv  was  invited  to  join  in  the 
festivities. 

The  shrewd  old  detective  had  completely  won  over  Matt 
Mellor. 


The  rascally  superintendent  had  not  the  least  suspicion 
of  him.  A 

•  i  ■ 

So  when  Old  King  Brady  gave  out  that  he  was  tired 
and  did  not  care  to  join  in  the  dance,  not  a  word  of 
objection  was  raised. 

The  racket  had  already  begun  when  Old  King  Brady 
lay  down  upon  the  bed. 

It  was  about  ten  o’clock  and  the  miners  had  been  filling 
up  on  whisky  and  beer  since  eight. 

The  squeak  of  the  fiddle,  the  wheezing  of  the  accordeon, 
and  the  shuffle  of  feet  could  be  distinctly  heard  in  the 
room  below. 

One  of  the  miners  was  bawling  a  comic  song;  loud 
voices  were  breaking  in  upon  it  every  minute. 

There  was  a  high  old  time  in  the  dining-room  and  a 
shrewd  old  man  listening  to  it  all  upstairs. 

“It’s  to-night  or  never,”  thought  Old  King  Brad}7.  “It’s 
a  desperate  chance  though.  If  I  am  caught  I’m  as  good  as 
dead,  and  even  if  I  catch  him  I  by  no  means  have  the 
game  in  my  own  hands.” 

For  half  an  hour  Old  King  Brady  lay  there  listening. 

At  last  he  heard  shuffling  footsteps  in  the  passage  out¬ 
side,  and  a  man  entered  the  next  room. 

.  Old  King  Brady  slipped  off  the  bed  and  prepared  for 
business. 

The  little  room  in  which  he  stood  was  divided  from  the 
next  one  merely  by  a  rough  board  partition. 

One  of  these  boards  had  b^en  carefully  loosened  by  the 
detective  earlier  in  the  day. 

At  the  crack  between  this  board  and  the  next  the  de¬ 
tective  stood  listening  to  the  sounds  in  the  next  room. 

In  a  few  minutes  somebody  threw  himself  on  the  bed. 

“He’s  going  to  snooze  until  Mellor  calls  him,”  muttered 
Old  King  Brady.  “The  time  had  come  for  me  to  act. 
It  is  the  beginning  of  a  desperate  business.  I  wonder  where 
it  will  end?” 

Very  softly  he  drew  the  board  aside. 

There  lay  Judge  Izard  on  the  cot-bed.  His  cOat  was 
off  and  his  face  was  turned  against  the  wall. 

Tiptoeing  forward  in  his  stocking  feet  Old  King  Brady 
approached  the  bed. 

The  judge  heard  him,  however. 

“Who  is  there?”  he  exclaimed,  suddenly  raising  up. 

With  a  cat-like  spring  Old  King  Brady  caught  him  bv 
the  throat  with  his  left  hand. 

“Help!  Murder !”  gasped  the  judge.  i 

It  was  his  last  squeak. 

Old  King  Brady  was  readv  for  him. 

Quick  as  lightning  he  clapped  a  handkerchief  well  sat¬ 
urated  with  chloroform  to  his  nose. 

There  was  a  faint  struggle  and  the  judge  fell  back- 
senseless  upon  the  pillow. 

Old  King  Brady  flew  to  the  door  and  shot  the  bolt. 

Then  returning  to  the  bed  ho  picked  up  the  judge, 
dragged  him  through  the  breach  and  laid  him  upon  the 
bed  in  his  own  room. 

Rapid  work  followed. 
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\  In  size  and  general  appearance  Judge  Izard  bore  con- 
siuerable  resemblance  to  Old  King  Brady. 

It  was  this  fact  which  suggested  to  the  detective  the 
desperate  game  he  was  about  to  play. 

In  a  few  moments  he  had  donned  Judge  Izard’s  clothes, 
and  by  the  aid  of  false  chin  whiskers  drawn  from  his 
inexhaustible  store  of  disguising  materials  Old  King  Brady 
appeared  as  the  very  double  of  the  judge. 

“I  flunk  I'll  do,"  he  murmured,  looking  into  the  cracked 
looking-glass. 

He  turned  a  white  powder  into  a  tumbler,  poured  water 
upon  it  and  forced  it  down  the  Judge’s  throat. 

"There!"  he  muttered,  “that  will  help  you  sleep  until 
morning .” 

Then  he  drew  the  covers  over  the  unconscious  man, 
slipped  into  the  other  room,  adjusted  the  board,  unbolted 
the  door  and  lay  down  upon  the  cot. 

Here  he  remained  the  best  part  of  an  hour  listening  to 
the  wild  revels  below  stairs. 

At  last,  when  the  uproar  seemed  to  have  reached  its 
height  footsteps  were  heard  in  the  corridor  and  the  door 
was  softly  opened. 

“Judge !  Judge  !  I  want  you  now !”  Matt  Mellor’s  voice 

was  heard  calling. 

© 

Old  King  Brady’s  answer  was  a  deep  snore. 


CHAPTER  X 

JUST  IN  TIME  TO  BE  TOO  LATE. 

“Wake  up  there,  Judge !  Wake  up  !  It’s  time  for  busi- 
ness  now !” 

“Wha — what’s  the  matter?  That  you,  Matt?  Gosh,  I 
nnfst  have  been  asleep!” 

Old  King  Brady  had  been  practising  Judge  Izard’s  twist 
of  tongue  as  he  lay  there  waiting,  and  he  flattered  himself 
that  he  had  it  down  fine. 

No  one  but  Old  King  Brady  could  have  done  it. 

Matt  Mellor  was  completely  deceived. 

“You’ve  been  bilting  the  stuff,”  he  growled  as  th»  de¬ 
tective  yawned,  stretched  and  got  up  off  the  bed. 

“No,  I  haven’t,  but  you  have,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  don’t  deny  it.  The  boys  are  having  a  high  old  time. 
Put  on  your  coat,  come  down  into  the  office,  and  we  will 
get  on  the  move  right  now.” 

Old  King  Brady  followed  Mellor  down  into  the  office, 
where  the  gas  was  lighted  and  the  shades  drawn  down. 

“Don’t  you  think  you  had  better  go  over  it  once  more 
to  make  sure  it  will  hold  water?”  asked  Mellor,  producing 
a  legal-looking  document  from  one  of  the  drawers  of  the 
kftk, 

“1  think  \  had,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

He  wanted  no  better  chance. 

“By  clo-e  shadowing,  listening  and  watching  Old  King 
Brady  had  learned  enough  to  make  him  able  to  handle  the 


* J  7  Ui 


ion  now. 


Mellor  lit  a  cigar  and  threw  himself  in  a  chair  after  he 
handed  over  the  paper. 

“Ill  read  it  carefully  through  once  more,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

“That’s  what  you  had  better  do,”  was  the  reply.  “We 
don  t  want  to  make  any  mistakes.” 

I  lilting  on  a  pair  of  eyeglasses  belonging  to  Judge  Izard 
through  which  he  had  hard  work  to  decipher  the  writing, 
Old  King  Brady  went  at  it. 

^  The  paper  was  simply  a  transfer  of  the  whole  Dome 
Rock  range  tract  of  land  to  Mathew  Mellor  for  the  con¬ 
sideration  of  the  sum  of  $300,000. 

It  was  drawn  up  in  good  legal  style  and  lacked  only  the 
signature  of  Mr.  Bassett. 

Having  finished  reading  it.  Old  King  Brady  folded  up 
the  paper  and  laid  it  on  the  desk. 

Mellor  had  been  dunking  more  heavily  than  he  had  sup¬ 
posed. 

The  man  had  fallen  asleep  in  his  chair. 

“Oh,  you  scoundrel !”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “I  wish 
I  could  read  your  mind !  I  wish  I  knew  how  much  talk 
you  and  the  judge  had  made  about  this !” 

Fact  was  Old  King  Brady  was  rather  puzzled  to  know 
what  to  say  about  the  document. 

He  was  relieved  of  all  this  in  a  moment,  however. 

‘Matt !  ’  he  called.  “Wake  up  !” 

“Who’s  asleep  ?”  growled  Mellor,  rousing  from  his  snooze. 
“You  are?” 

“You  lie!” 

Oh,  have  it  your  own  way.  Salvation  for  sinners !  If 
you  weren’t  asleep  then  I  don’t  know  nothing.” 

”Say,  old  man,  you  have  got  a  queer  croak  in  your  voice 
to-night.” 

“I  ve  got  a  cold,”  Old  King  Bra4y. hastened  to  say. 

^He  thought  then  that  he  was  on  the  verge  of  discovery. 
The  danger,  however,  quickly  passed. 

“Well,”’  said  Mellor.  “What  do  you  think  of  your 
work  ?” 

It’s  all  right.” 

Then  I  suppose  you  would  like  to  know  what  my  plan 
is  about  it?” 

“Naturally  I  would.” 

lortune  was  favoring  the  detective. 

So  it  was  not  going  to  be  necessary  for  him  to  make  my 
talk. 

Well,  I  11  tell  you,  ’  said  Mellor.  “I’m  going  to  bring 
Decimus  Bassett  in  here  and  make  him  sign  that  paper, 
and  then  I  shall  run  him  and  his  son  and  that  other  young 
feller  down  the  gorge  a  little  way  and  shoot  ’em  and  drop 
their  bodies" into  the  ravine.” 

“Good !” 

It’s  the  only  way,  and  you  shall  help  me  do.it.” 

All  right,  Matt.  Count  on  me,  old  man.” 

“You  see,  Judge,”  continued  Mellor,  “I  want  no  wit¬ 
nesses.  I  want  this  job  done  before  Happy  Jack  returns. 

I  want  to  lie  able  to  lay  the  job  at  his  door,  and  to  lie 
able  to  claim  that  I  actually  paid  Bassett  the  money  and 
that  he  was  killed  and  robbed  by  outlaws.  Don’t  stare  I 
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can  do  it.  I’ll  fix  it  all  so  that  this  deed  will  stand  law 
and  no  man  can  point  his  finger  at  Matt  Mellor  and  say : 
‘You  are  a  thief  and  a  murderer/  Judge,  Pm  booked  to 
be  a  millionaire !  A  Bonanza  King !  1  shall  get  out  of 

this  god-forsaken  country.  I  shall  go  to  New  York  and 
join  the  Stock  Exchange.  I  shall  build  me  a  big  house 
on  Fifth  Avenue.  I — but  never  mind.  Enough  said. 
Let’s  get  down  to  business  now.” 

“I  should  say  it  was  enough  said,”  grunted  the  bogus 
judge.  “This  counting  one’s  chickens  before  they  are 
hatched  don’t  amount  to  much  no  how.  Look  here,  Matt, 
you  are  planning  to  cut  things  blamed  fine  for  yourself. 
Where  do  I  come  in  in  this  deal?” 

“Don't  you  bother  your  brains  about  that,”  retorted  Mel¬ 
lor,  with  an  evil  leer.  “You’ll  get  your  reward.” 

“He  means  to  shoot  me  and  throw  me  over  .into  the 
ravine  with  the  others,”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “Upon 
my  word,  he’s  a  cheerful  sort  of  man !” 

Roars  of  laughter,  with  shouts  and  snatches  of  song  from 
the  dining  room  broke  the  current  of  his  thoughts. 

“Come,”  said  Mellor,  “let’s  get  old  Bassett  and  fetch 
him  in  here.  Don’t  make  any  noise,  Judge.  Keep  quiet. 
This  thing  all  wants  to  be  done  on  the  dead  quiet.  That’s 
why  I  let  the  boys  have  their  shindig  to-night,  you  under¬ 
stand.” 

Mellor  picked  up  a  rifle  and  started  for  the  door. 

“If  he  gets  on  to  me  I’m  a  lost  man  unless  I  act  quick,” 
thought  0}d  King  Brady.  “It  will  be  a  question  of  who 
shoots  first.  Oh,  if  I  only  had  the  chance  to  communicate 
with  Harry  so  that  we  could  act  together.  This  has  been 
a  hard  case  for  us.  We  have  been  separated  from  the  very 
start.” 

He  walked  silently,  along  with  Mellor  toward  the  prison. 

“Is  there  no  guard  here  to-night?”  he  asked. 

“Burn  it  all,  there  should  be!  I  can’t  understand  it 
unless  the  fellow  has  sneaked  into  the  house  and  joined 
in  the  shindig.  I  suppose  that  is  what  it  is.” 

“No,  no!” 

7  * 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Look  there!” 

“Oh,  the  fakir!  I'd  like  to  put  a  ball  through  his 
head !” 

It  was  Tony  the  Greaser  sitting  on  the  ground  backed  up 
against  the  wall  of  the  prison,  sound  asleep. 

An  empty  whisky  flask  at  his  side  told  the  story. 

Things  were  being  whooped  up  good  and  lively  at  the 
Eureka  mine  that  night  and  no  mistake. 

“Let  him  alone,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “He’s  no  use 
to  us  as  he  is,  and  if  this  job  is  to  be  done  on  the  quiet 
he  better  not  be  disturbed.” 

“You're  right.  I'd  just  like  to  do  him,  though.” 

“  Don't  bother,  I  say.  Have  you  got  a  key  to  the  door?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  1  go  in  with  you  or  do  T  wait  here?” 

“Come  in.  I'd  loan  you  a  revolver  so  Unit  you  could 
help  me  out  in  case  of  trouble  if  you  were  not  such  a 
treacherous  dog.” 


“Salvation  for  sinners,  Matt,  you  are  hard  on  me  to¬ 
night.” 

“And  haven’t  I  a  right  to  be.  Didn’t  you  go  back  on  me 
in  Badtown,  where  you  swiped  the  money  1  advanced  to 
start  you  in  law  practice  and  went  on  a  howling  spree?” 

“Never  mind  about  that  now.  What’s  the  matter  with 
the  door?” 

“This  key  won't  turn,  confound  it.  The  lock  is  tam¬ 
pered,  I  suppose.” 

“Try  the  knob.  It  may  be  unfastened.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  the  suggestion  without  thought. 

The  result  was  startling. 

“Great  snakes  !  You  are  right.  The  door  is  unlocked !” 
Matt  Mellor  roared. 

He  threw  it  open  and  rushed  into  the  prison,  closely  fol¬ 
lowed  by  Old  King  Brady. 

“Thunder  and  guns!  All  gone!”  he  yelled. 

The  big  room  was  deserted. 

Things  lay  strewn  about  in  confusion. 

There  was  every  evidence  that  the  prisoners  had  made  a 
hurried  flight. 

Matt  Mellor’s  rage  was  awful. 

He  stormed  and  raved  and  made  a  rush  for  Tonv  the 

4 / 

Greaser. 

“Be  careful!  Don’t  make  a  fool  of  yourself!”  cried  Old 
King  Brady. 

He  was  terribly  worried  for  Harry’s  sake. 

He  could  not  tell  what  it  all  meant. 

“Out  of  my  way!”  bellowed  Mellor.  “You  blamed  old 
fossil!  Do  you  dare  to  tell  me  what  I  shall  do?'’ 

In  his  rage  he  seized  Old  King  Brady's  chin  whisker 
and  gave  it  a  yank. 

Off  it  came  in  his  hand. 

“Jumping  jack-rabbits  !  What's  all  this  !”  roared  Mellor. 

He  reached  for  his  revolver,  but  Old  King  Brady  was 
too  quick  for  him.  v  "*  jtw  0  \ 

In  an  instant  he  had  him  covered. 

“This  is  business!”  he  cried.  “Up  hands,  Matt  Mellor, 
or  you  die!” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  ESCAPE. 

Y\  bile  Old  King  Brady  was  doing  much  good  work  on 
the  outside  only  to  have  his  plans  interfered  with  and  upset 
at  the  finish,  Harry  was  cooling  his  heels  in  the  prison  and 
beiating  his  bad  luck  which  prevented  him  from  doing  any¬ 
thing  at  all. 

Mr.  Bassett  was  inclined  to  take  things  very  coolly. 

“We  are  in  no  danger  yet,”  lie  kept  saying.  “No  danger 
at  all.  He'll  show  his  hand  first,  and  1  have  no  idea  of 
risking  my  own  life  or  Billy  s  either.  If  it  becomes  neces¬ 
sary  to  abandon  the  mine  to  Matt  Mellor,  I'll  do  it.  that's 
all.” 

Harry  tried  to  be  hopeful  too. 

He  answered  Mr.  Bassett  that  Old  King  Brud\  would 
sutvlv  devise  some  scheme  to  set  them  free. 
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“\ou  don  t  know  the  governor/'  he  kept  saying.  “He 
has  more  resources  than  you  can  shake  a  stick  at.  Never 
say  die  so  long  as  Old  King  Brady  is  on  deck/’ 

did  not  know  exactly  what  to  make  of  Billy  Bas¬ 
set. 


Father  and  son  did  not  get  on  well  together. 

Bassett  senior  hauled  Billy  over  the  coals  for  allowing 
himself  to  be  captured. 

Bassett  junior  gave  it  to  the  old  man  good  and  plenty 
for  being  fool  enough  to  come  out  to  Badtown  and  risk 
his  life  and  liberty. 

"I  was  getting  along  all  right  until  you  came/’  he  kept 
saying.  “If  you  had  only  given  me  a  few  days  more  I 
would  have  been  able  to  get  out  of  this  and  bring  you  all 
the  proofs  against  Mellor  you  want.” 

But  when  his  father  asked  him  what  he  meant  by  these 
remarks,  Billy  refused  to  say  a  word. 

He  did  not  take  very  kindly  to  Ytoung  King  Brady. 

The  first  day  he  would  scarcely  speak  to  him. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  second  day,  when  the  old 
gentleman  had  gone  up  in  the  loft,  Billy  suddenly  altered 
his  tactics. 

Of  course  he  knew  who  Harry  was. 

Mr.  Bassett  had  told  him  that. 

“Look  here,  Brady,”  he  said,  suddenly  turning  on  Harry, 
“can  you  keep  a  secret  when  it  concerns  your  own  inter¬ 
ests  ?” 

“Well,  I’d  be  a  fool  if  I  couldn’t,”  Harry  replied. 

“Well,  are  you  a  fool,  then?” 

“I  hope  not.” 

“I  don’t  expect  to  stop  here  after  to-night.” 

“What  about  it?” 

“Did  you  see  a  girl  outside  there  when  they  brought  you 
in?” 

“I  did.  There  was  one  standing  near  the  house.” 

“Black  eyes,  rather  pretty?” 

“That’s  it.”  1 

“Well,  that’s  Matt  Mellor’s  daughter.  She’s  dead  stuck 

on  me.” 

“You  don’t  say!” 

“Yes.  We  have  been  corresponding  ever  since  I  was 
locked  up  in  here.” 

“Is  that  so?” 

“You  bet.  She  sends  notes  in  with  the  grub,  and  I 
manage  to  get  the  answers  back  to  her  with  the  empty 
dishes.  I  won’t  tell  you  just  how.” 

“  And  what’s  the  law  about  it  all  ?  Where  does  the  secret 


tome  in?” 


“She  has  agreed  to  set  us  free  to-night  and  piovidc  us 
with  horses  to  take  us  down  the  mountain.  She  hates  the 


life  she  leads  here,  and  wants  to  get  away  from  it.  I’ve 
agreed  to  take  her  to  the  States  and  marry  her.  See? 
f  Billy  was  a  conceited  “sissy,”  and  Young  King  Brady 
felt  wry  much  like  telling  him  so  to  his  face. 

Still  the  matter  was  too  serious  to  get  up  any  disturb- 


a  oe. 

I  “How  does  she  mean  to  do  it?”  Harry  asked. 
Then  BiJlv  gave  him  the  story  of  the  fandango. 


He  knew  all  about  it,  so  it  seemed. 

“Minnie  is  a  little  darling  and  I’m  dead  gone  on  her,” 
he  chuckled.  “It  won’t  do  to  let  the  governor  know  it, 
for  he  would  be  sure-  to  kick,  hut  I  do  mean  to  marry  her 
just  as  soon  as  we  get  free.” 

“Do  you  know  her  at  all?”  asked  Harry.  “Have  you 
seen  her  and  talked  with  her,  I  mean.” 

“Why,  sure  I  have.  She  used  to  bribe  the  guard  to  let 
her  in  here  before  you  and  the  governor  came  to  inter¬ 
fere.  To-night  she  will  get  him  full  and  open  the  door 
for  us.  Of  course  I  can’t  leave  you  behind.  I  couldn’t 
be  so  mean  as  that.  You  will  just  have  to  go  along  with 
us  I  suppose.” 

“Oh,  don't  be  afraid  of  my  cutting  you  out,”  said  Harry. 
“I’m  glad  you  have  the  chance,  but  I  won’t  go.” 

“What!” 

“I  say  I  shan’t  go.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  stay  here  and  be  killed?  You  will  be 
sure  to  in  the  end.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  desert  my  partner.” 

“Oh,  what  difference  does  that  make?  Let  him  take 
care  of  himself.” 

Of  course  Young  King  Brady  refused  to  listen  to  any¬ 
thing  of  the  sort. 

He  spoke  Billy  fair,  however,  and  approved  of  his  plan. 

“It’s  better  for  me  to  let  them  go,”  he  said  to  himself. 
“Once  they  are  gone  I’ll  find  some  way  of  gettin'g  at  Mr. 
Brady,  and  then  he  shall  decide  whether  it  is  best  to  light 
out  or  not.” 

But  after  all  Young  King  Brady  changed  his  mind  on 
this  point. 

When  Mr.  Bassett  came,  to  be  told  of  Billy’s  great 
scheme,  as  he  was  a  little  later,  he  insisted  that  Harry 
should  go  with  them. 

“You  just  must!”  he  declared.  “/Tou  are  working  for 
me.  Do  you  suppose  I  would  ever  trust  myself  to  Billy 
and  that  girl?  Not  at  all.  Just  think,  she  is  planning 
to  betray  her  father,  and - ” 

“And,  lad,  do  you  know  that  I  don’t  mean  to  betray 
you!”,  broke  in  Billy  with  a  coarse  laugh.  “Spit  it  right 
out,  governor.  Say  just  what’s  in  your  mind.” 

“Well,  then,  there  you  are,”  said  Mr.  Bassett.  “Brady, 
you  must  see  me  through  with  this.  Your  partner  can 
surely  take  care  of  himself.” 

“Anywhere,”  said  Harry.  “Trust  him.” 

“Then  you  will  go?” 

!  “Since  you  insist  upon  it — yes.” 

“Good  enough!”  said  Billy.  “I  must  confess  I  want 
you  myself.” 

Night  came  on. 

Supper  was  brought  in  as  usual  by  one  of  the  men. 

After  he  had  retired,  Billy  pulled  off  the  bottom  crust 
of  the  loaf  of  bread. 

It  had  been  cut  and  stuck  together  in  some  way. 

There  was  a  note  hidden  above  the  crust. 

“Eleven  o’clock  is  the  time,”  declared  Billy,  hastily 
glancing  at  it. 

And  at  eleven  o’clock  sure  enough  a  key  was  heard  to 
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turn  in  the  lock  of  .the  outer  door  of  their  prison,  and  in 
walked  Minnie  Mellor,  carrying  a  rifle  in  her  hand. 

“Quick!  Don’t  lose  an  instant!”  she  said.  “Follow 
me.” 

Minnie  led  them  among  the  buildings  clear  of  the  camp. 
They  saw  Tony  the  Greaser  lying  drunk  outside  the  door. 
They  could. hear  the  wild  revelry  in  the  big  dining  room 
as  they  passed  the  house. 

There  was  a  light  in  the  office  window,  but  the  curtains 
were  drawn,  otherwise  they  would  have  seen  Old  King 
Brady  disguised  as  Judge  Izard  talking  with  Matt  Mellor. 

Two  minutes  later  the  rascally  superintendent,  accom¬ 
panied  by  the  detective,  came  out  of  the  house. 

Without  speaking  a  word  Minnie  led  the  way  down  the 
gorge. 

There  were  no  guards  to  fear  to-night. 

This  girl  had  fixed  them  all. 

She  had  visited  each  one  in  turn  and  brought  him  whisky. 

Angry  because  they  were  not  at  the  fandango  the  guards 
to  a  man  tumbled  into  the  trap. 

The  whisky,  had  been  drugged  with  laudanum. 

The  guards  were  all  in  a  sound  sleep. 

At  the  first  level  below  the  ridge  they  came  upon  two 
horses  hitched  to  a  liveoak  tree. 

“Here  we  are,”  said  Minnie.  “We  must  mount  and 
make  for  Badtown.  It  will  be  all  plain  sailing  if  we  don’t 
happen  to  run  into  Happy  Jack.” 

She  and  Billy  mounted  one  horse,  and  Young  King 
Brady  and  Mr.  Bassett  took  the  other. 

They  wound  their  way  down  through  the  gorge  until 
they  came  to  the  place  where  Harry  had  made  his  dive 
into  the  pool. 

“You  ought  to  remember  this  spot  all  right,  Brady,” 
remarked  Mr.  Bassett. 

“Well,  I  do,”  replied  Harry.  “I  was  just  thinking - ” 

“Hush!”  called  Minnie.  “There  is  some  one  coming 
up  the  trail.  If  it  is  Happy  Jack  Hyer  we  are  lost !” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

LAUDANUM. 

Like  most  men  of  his  class  Matt  Mellor  was  a  great 
coward. 

He  was  ready  enough  to  jam  a  six-shooter  under  another 
man's  nose  and  bluster  when  he  had  the  drop  on  his  enemy, 
and  he  was  equally  ready  to  wilt  when  the  tables  were 
turned  on  him. 

“Drn't  shoot!  Don't  shoot!”  he  cried  “You  have  the 
drop  on  mo.  T  cave!” 

“Throw  down  your  guns  and  knives,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  sternly.  “Be  quick  about  it,  or  you  may  get  it  in 
the  neck  yet !” 

Two  revolvers  and  a  long  bowie  knife  were  thrown  at  the 
detective’s  feet. 

“More,  more!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “The  one  in 


your  left-hand  hip-pocket!  Ha!  You  hesitate!  One, 
two - ” 

“Oh,  well,  take  it!”  snarled  Mellor,  throwing  a  fine  re¬ 
volver  down  with  the  rest.  “Who  the  blazes  are  you,  any¬ 
how.  I’d  just  like  to  know.” 

“A  man  who  knows  his  business,”  replied  the  detective, 
producing  a  pair  of  handcuffs.  “Out  with  your  hands  to 
receive  the  bracelets.  Lively  now !” 

This  was  Matt  MelloFs  chance  if  he  w^as  ever  to  have 
one  again. 

He  did  not  take  it. 

The  fact  was  the  man  was  too  drunk  to  make  it  safe  to 
take  any  chances,  and  he  knew  just  how  drunk  he  was. 

Old  King  Brady  made  short  work  of  the  rest. 

He  handcuffed  Matt  Mellor  and  he  gagged  him  to  pre¬ 
vent  any  signal  from  being  given,  and  in  the  end  he  tied 
him  on  a  horse,  mounted  behind  him  and  started  dowm  the 
gorge. 

#And  all  this  time  the  revellers  wrere  whooping  it  up  in 
the  dining  room,  never  dreaming  of  the  misfortune  which 
had  befallen  their  chief. 

Before  gagging  Matt  Mellor  Old  King  Brady  gave  him 
a  big  drink  of  whisky. 

This  fixed  the  superintendent — put  him  out  of  business, 
in  fact. 

From  that  time  on  he  hardly  knewr  what  he  w-as  doing. 
Old  King  Brady  had  no  trouble  in  getting  the  papers  away 
from  him.  Mellor  was  helpless  in  his  hands  when  they 
started  dowm  the  gorge,  and  the  time  of  their  starting  w~as 
the  very  time  Young  King  Brady’s  party  got  the  alarm 
about  Happy  Jack. 

The  alarm  sounded  more  serious  than  it  really  was. 

Minnie  Mellor  was  a  true  child  of  the  mountains. 

She  knew  the  Dome  Rock  Range  thoroughly,  and  she 
knew  her  business,  too. 

“We  have  to  turn  off  here,"  she  hurriedly  exclaimed, 
pointing  to  a  narrow  rift  in  the  rock  just  about  wide  enough 
to  let  a  horse  pass  through.  “This  way,  Billy,  dear.” 

“Billy,  dear?”  gasped  Mr.  Bassett.  “What  on  earth  does 
this  mean?” 

It  was  a  slip  of  the  tongue,  perhaps.  . 

Young  King  Brady  could  not  keep  back  a  chuckle. 

Billy  looked  a  little  foolish,  but  he  showed  himself  manly 
about  it,  too. 

“Oh,  it's  all  right,  pop!”  he  exclaimed.  “Minnie  and  I 
understand  each  other.  We  had  fixed  things  up  before  you 
were  captured.  We  are^ going  to  be  married  when  we  are 
through  with  this  job.” 

“Married!”  cried  Mr.  Bassett.  “My  son  married  to  the 
daughter  of  my  w'orst  enemy  !  This  is  too  much  !" 

“What  difference  if  Billy  and  l  love  each  other?"  flashed 
Minnie.  “Am  1  showing  myself  your  enemy  now?" 

Mr.  Bassett  was  silenced. 

Perhaps  he  was  a  hit  smitten  with  the  pretty  face  and 
lively  ways  of  Minnie,  too. 

They  now  found  themselves  in  a  small  cave,  where  a  man 
with  a  rifle  lay  sound  asleep. 

It  was  one  of  the  guards  fixed  by  Minnie. 
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“Pay  no  attention  to  him,”  she  said,  hastily.  “Til ‘be 
back  in  a  minute.  1  must  know  who  these  people  are.” 

She  was  soon  back  with  the  report  that  Happy  Jack  Hyer 
and  his  men  had  just  gone  by. 

The  coast  was  now  clear.  * 

Minnie  led  the  way  on  down  the  mountain. 

A  little  later  and  they  were  sweeping  over  the  desert  trail 
with  the  lights  of  Badtown  in  the  distance. 

“Now  you  don’t  need  me  any  longer,”  said  Young  King 
Brady.  “Let  me  get  down  and  go  back  and  look  after  my 
partner.” 

But  Mr.  Bassett  would  not  hear  of  it. 

Young  King  Brady  saw  that  the  Boston  man  did  not 
trust  his  men  now,  so  he  determined  to  see  him  safe  at  Bad¬ 
town,  and  then  get  a  horse  and  return  to  look  up  the  old  de¬ 
tective  alone.  i 

Meanwhile  Old  King  Brady  and  Mr.  Mellor  were  coming 
slowlv  down  the  mountain. 

It  is  no  joke  to  sit  on  a  horse  behind  a  drunken  man 
and  guide  the  animal  down  a  steep  incline. 

“I  am  almost  sorry  I  gave  him  that  last  drink  of  whisky,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady.  “If  he  don’t  kill  himself  before 
we  reach  the  foot  of  the  mountain  it  will  be  a  wonder.  Ha  ! 
What  have  we  now?” 

He  had  just  caught  the  sound  of  Happy  Jack’s  approach¬ 
ing  band. 

There  was  no  chahce  for  Old  King  Brady  to  dodge. 

He  knew  nothing  about  the  eaves  on  the  mountain  trail; 

But  the  shrewd  old  detective  was  prepared  to  face  the 


eently.  “He’s  got  the  gambling  fever  on  him,  and  to  Bad- 
town  he  will  go.” 

“Let  him,”  growled  Happy  Jack.  “There’s  no  other 
way.  Of  course  you’ll  stick  to  him,  Judge,  till  he  gets 
straight.” 

“  Oh,  yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  * 

They  passed  the  outlaws,  and  rode  on. 

Once  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  trail  Old  King  Brady 
put  spurs  to  his  horse. 

Again  and  again  he  looked  back  as  they  dashed  on. 

Mellor  was  asleep.  He  reeled  from  side  to  side,  but  did 
not  fall. 

He  was  well  used  to  riding  a  horse  drunk  and  asleep,  and 
Old  King  Brady  had  tied  him  well. 

“Happy  Jack  will  find  the  judge,  and  he’ll  follow  me,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady.  “There  is  bound  to  be  trouble 
yet.” 

Once  more  he  looked  behind  him. 

This  time  he  knew  that  trouble  was  close  at  hand. 

A  big  band  of  men  had  just  come  down  off  the  Dome  Rock 
trail.  h 

They  could  be  plainly  seen  in  the  moonlight  dashing 
across  the  desert. 

“Get  on  !  Get  on  !”  shouted  Old  King  Brady,  digging  his 
heels  into  his  horse’s  flanks. 

Faster  and  faster  still  he  flew,  and  yet  when  Old  King 
Brady  looked  back  next  time  he  saw  that  Happy  Jack’s  band 
were  gaining  on  him. 

And  there  was  nothing  ahead  but  Badtown. 


music  in  his  owrn  way. 

He  had  restored  his  false  chin  whiskers.  He  was  J udge 
Izard’s  double  again,  and  mighty  glad  of  it  he  was  when  he 
saw  Happy  Jack  ahead  of  his  band  winding  up  the  trail. 

“Mellor!'  Mellor!  Do  you  hear  me?”  the  detective 
called,  in  his  prisoner’s  ear. 

“I— hie — I  hear  you,  Judge.  What  the — hie— what  the 
blazes  do  jmu  want?” 

“Happy  Jack  is  coming.  Don’t  you  give  me  away  unless 
you  want  me  to  send  a  ball  through  the  back  of  your  head.” 

“All  right,  Judge;  all  right.  That’s  right.  Let’s  have 

}  'nother  ball.” 

“He’s  far  gone  !”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  “and  I  am  up 
against  it  now.” 

“Hello  !  What  is  all  this  ?”  cried  Happy  J ack,  reining  in 
as  they  approached. 

“It’s  boss  Mellor.  He  made  me  tie  him  on  the  horse  and 
start  for  Badtown,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  imitating 
Judge  Izard’s  voice. 

Mellor  was  clean  gone. 

All  he  could  remember  was  that  he  and  Judge  Izard 
bad  something  to  attend  to,  and  he  wanted  no  one  to  inter¬ 
fere. 


“Mind  yor  rfcvn  business,  Jack  Hyer,’  he  muttered,  thick 

ty*  “Go  on,  Judge;  go  on.” 

“Well,  I'll  be  blamed.  He’s  jagged  for  fair !”  cried  Hyer. 

“You've  got  your  hands  lull,  Judge.” 

hare  to  do  as  I'm  told,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  inno- 


Even  if  the  brave  old  detective  succeeded  in  reaching  it 
ahead  of  the  gang,  what  hope  was  there  of  help  in  that  law¬ 
less  Arizona  town?  .j 

box  ■ 

“Halt!  Who  comes  here?”  il/ 

Young  King  Brady’s  party  had  just  passed  the  smelting 
works  when  from  behind  the  big  buildings  which  were  lo¬ 
cated  on  both  sides  of  the  road  a  dozen  mounted  men  sud¬ 
denly  rode  out  into  view,  and  spread  themselves  across  the 
street. 

“Well,  well,  boys!”  cried  one  who  seemed  to  be  a  leader, 
“nothing  very  startling  in  these  people.  I  reckon  we  have 
made  a  mistake.” 

“I  reckon  you  liain’t,”  spoke  up  another.  “That  gal  is 
Matt  Mellor’s  daughter,  and  these  are  some  of  the  band.” 

“Rats!”  cried  the  first  speaker,  looking  at  Mr.  Bassett. 
“This  gent  her  is  no  outlaw;  as  for  the  others,  they  are 
only  a  couple  of  boys!” 

“Who  might  you  be,  sir?”  asked  Young  King  Brady. 
“I  want  to  say  a  word  to  the  leader  here.” 

“I’m  the  leader,”  said  the  man.  “My  name  is  Brown. 
I’m  the  sheriff  of  this  county.  We  are  out  for  Happy  Jack 
Hyer  and  one  Matt  Mellor,  all  outlaws.  Mellor  has  stolen  a 
mine  from  a  Boston  man  named  Bassett,  who  lias  had  some 
correspondence  with  me,  and - ” 

“I  am  Mr.  Bassett,”  broke  in  that  individual. 

“My  name  i,s  Brady,  sheriff,”  added  Harry.  “I  am  the 
partner  of  Old  King  Brady,  the  detective.  I  am  very  glad 
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to  meet  you.  We  have  just  escaped  from  Matt  Mellor’s 
clutches,  thanks  to  the  kindness  of  this  brave  girl.” 

“Well,  well,”  cried  the  sheriff.  “This  is  luck.  We  were 
sent  for  by  the  Mayor  of  Badtown,  on  account  of  the  trou¬ 
ble  here.  It  is,  however,  sure  that  Happy  Jack’s  gang  fired 
the  hotel  the  other  night.  They  have  been  committing  out¬ 
rages  of  one  kind  and  another  all  along  the  line,  and - ” 

“Sheriff  !”  broke  in  one  of  the  men.  “Look  there  !” 

The  man  pointed  off  over  the  desert. 

Far  in  the  distance  a  horse  upon  which  two  men  rode 
could  be  seen  in  the  moonlight  dashing  madly  forward. 

Behind,  at  a  good  distance  away,  a  band  of  twenty  or  more 
men  were  following  them. 

“It’s  the  governor !  It’s  Old  King  Brady,  and  I  know  it. 
He  has  captured  Matt  Mellor,  and  is  being  chased  by  Happy 
Jack  and  his  men!” 

“By  gracious!  I  believe  you  are  right,  young  fellow!” 
exclaimed  the  sheriff,  after  taking  a  long  look  through  a 
powerful  night  glass  which  he  produced.  “This  is  our 
game.” 

“Pop!”  spoke  up  Billy  Bassett,  “I  am  going  to  ride  on 
with  Minnie.  You  have  no  use  for  us  here.” 

“Go,”  said  Mr.  Bassett.  “As  for  you, young  lady,  I  thank 
you  for  what  you  have  done  to-night,  and  I  will  not  ask  you 
to  be  present  at  your  father’s  capture,  if  that  is  what  is  com¬ 
ing  next.” 

“Well,  are  you  saying  anything?”  demanded  Billy,  men¬ 
acingly. 

“I  am  saying  nothing  against  it,”  replied  Mr.  Bassett. 
“You  have  been  a  wild  boy,  Billy.  Perhaps  this  may  steady 
you.  Do  as  you  please.” 

Billy  and  Minnie  rode  on  into  Badtown,  leaving  the  sher¬ 
iff  and  his  posse  to  wonder  what  this  mysterious  talk  was 
all  about. 

The  sheriff  raised  his  night  glass  again. 

“They’ll  overhaul  them  two  on  that  horse  about  here,” 
he  said.  “Boys,  I  guess  we’d  better  go  in  hiding  again.” 

“Let  me  go  forward,”  cried  Harry.  “I  can  take  no 
chances.” 

“You  are  taking  the  biggest  kind  of  chances  if  you  do,” 
said  the  sheriff. 

“Go  !  Stand  by  your  partner,  Brady,”  cried  Mr.  Bassett, 
slipping  off  his  horse. 

Young  King  Brady  waited  for  nothing  further,  but  went 
dashing  over  the  plain. 


It  was  a  wild  ride  for  Old  King  Brady. 

Not  for  vears  had  the  brave  old  detective  undertaken  any- 
thing  which  so  terribly  taxed  his  strength. 

Matt  Mellor  was  now  perfectly  helpless. 

He  had  fallen  forward  and  clutched  the  horse’s  neck  des¬ 
perately. 

It  is  doubtful  if  he  realized  what  was  going  on. 

Every  instant  the  outlaws  were  gaining  upon  them. 

What  was  worse,  Old  King  Brady’s  hnrse — it  was  the 
same  old  plug  he  had  bought  in  Badtown — was  showing 
signs  of  fatigue. 

“My  life  isn’t  worth  two  cents  if  Happy  Jack  comes  up 


with  me,”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  “and  that’s  what  he  is 
going  to  do  before  I  can  get  into  Badtown.  Hello !  Who 
is  coming  now  ?  What  does  this  mean  ?” 

A  mounted  man  had  just  emerged  from  the  dark  shadows 
of  the  smelting  works  away  on  ahead. 

He  rode  furiously  over  the  desert  toward  the  detective. 

But  Happy  Jack  and  his  gang  were  riding  just  as  fast  up 
behind. 

“It’s  Harry,  by  gracious!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady  at 
last. 

The  words  had  barely  escaped  him  when  his  horse  stum- 
pled  and  fell  helpless  with  a  broken  leg. 

A  wild  shout  went  up  from  the  outlaws. 

Young  King  Brady  heard  and  saw  them  in  the  moon¬ 
light. 

Three  minutes  later  he  came  darting  up  to  the  side  of  his 
chief. 

“Hurt,  governor?”  he  cried. 

“Not  a  bit.” 

“And  it’s  Matt  Mellor?’-’ 

“As  you  see.” 

“Do  we  leave  him  or  try  to  take  him?” 

^To  take  him  is  impossible.  I  have  all  the  papers — 
everything  that  is  of  any  value.  We  must  save  ourselves.” 

A  rattle  of  rifle  shots  came  then. 

They  wTere  away  out  of  range,  and  the  shots  fell  short. 

Back  into  Badtown  the  detectives  dashed,  closelv  followed 
by  Happy  Jack’s  gang. 

Once  past  the  smelting  works  they  halted,  wheeled  around 
and  faced  the  foe. 

That  was  the  danger  moment. 

The  shots  whistled  past  their  heads. 

Then  all  at  once  the  sheriff’s  posse  dashed  out  upon  the 
scene  from  the  shelter  of  the  smelting  works  and  opened  fire 
in  which  the  Bradys  joined. 

“Shoot  to  kill !  Shoot  to  kill !”  37elled  the  sheriff.  “ Show 
no  quarter  here !” 

It  was  an  exciting  moment,  but  the  next  brought  the 
end. 

Then  Happy  Jack,  Randy  Kelton,  Spanish  Pete  and 
others  of  the  outlaws  lay  dead  and  wounded  in  the  road, 
along  with  three  of  the  sheriff's  men,  while  the  others  scat¬ 
tered  over  the  desert,  and  were  off  like  the  wind. 

“We  have  won  the  game,  Mr.  Bassett.’’  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Here  are  all  Mellor’s  papers  relating  to  the  Eureka 
Mine,  and  Mellor  himself  lies  dead  drunk  back  on  the 
plain.” 

“Why,  who  are  you?”  demanded  the  Boston  man.  “I 
never  saw  you  before.” 

Off  came  the  hat,  the  wig  and  false  whiskers. 

“Only  Old  King  Brady!’’  Harry  cried. 

“Oh!  All!  Indeed!  This  is  verv  interesting!"  ox- 
claimed  the  Boston  man.  “But  it  is  only  what  l  expected, 
for  the  Bradys  never  fail !” 


No:  the  Bradys  never  fail,  and  they  had  brought  their 
Badtown  ease  to  a  successful  finish,  and  had  won  in  ih* 
fight  for  the  gold  mine. 
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A  week  later  found  the  Bradys  back  in  New  York. 

They  left  Mr.  Bassett  at  Badtown,  with  Matt  Mellor  se¬ 
curely  jailed,  and  young  Billy  married  to  his  daughter,  and 
in  full  charge  of  the  Eureka  Mine.  Happy  Jack  was  dead, 
and  the  gang  all  broken  up.  From  that  time  forward  Bad¬ 
town  became  a  very  respectable  place. 

Mr.  Bassett  rewarded  the  Bradys  liberally. 

During  the  next  year  the  Eureka  Mine  proved  immensely 

rich. 


Other  mines  were  started  in  the  Dome  Rock  Range,  the 
region  having  now  become  safe  to  operate  in. 

The  smelting  works  have  doubled  their  business  since 
Matt  Mellor  went  to  the  penitentiary  and  Happy  Jack  lly- 
er?s  band  was  cleaned  out. 

Up  around  the  Dome  Rock  Range  everything  is  booming, 
and  the  people  there  will  tell  you  that  this  favorable  change 
was  all  the  result  of  the  brave  work  of  the  Bradys  in  Bad¬ 
town. 


THE  END. 


Read  “THE  BRADYS  IN  THE  KLONDIKE;  OR,  FERRETING  OUT  THE  GOLD  THIEVES,”  which  will 

be  the  next  number  (177)  of  “Secret  Service.” 
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40  The  James  Boys’  Mistake;  <or,  Carl  Green  the  Detective’s  Clever 

Ruse. 

41  The  James  Boys  in  a  Trap;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Neatest  Trick. 

42  The  James  Boys  in  Arkansas ;  or,  After  Confederate  Gold. 

43  The  James  Boys  Knights  of  the  Road ;  or,  The  Masked  Men  of 

Missouri. 

14  Quantrell’s  Old  Guard ;  or,  The  James  Boys  in  Missouri.  - 

45  The  James  Boys  Island ;  or  Routed  by  a  Game  Detective. 

46  The  James  Boys’  Longest  Run ;  or  Chased  a  Thousand  Miles. 

47  The  James  Boys’  Last  Flight ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Greatest  Victory. 

48  The  James  Boys’  Reckless  Raid ;  or,  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Blind 

Trap. 

49  Jesse  James  Avenged ;  or,  The  Death  of  Bob  Ford. 

50  The  James  Boys’  Boldest  Raid ;  or,  Foiled  by  a  Brave  Detective. 

51  The  James  Boys’  Treasure  Hunt ;  or  A  Thirty  Days’  Race  with 

Detectives. 

52  The  James  Boys  and  the  Dwarf ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Midget  Detec¬ 

tive. 

53  The  James  Boys’  Ride  for  Life  ;  or,  Chased  by  Five  Detectives. 

54  The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  Millions ;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detec¬ 

tive’s  Richest  Case. 

55  The  James  Boys’  Dead-Shot  Legion  ;  or,  “The  Running  Fight  on 

the  Border. 

56  The  James  Boys’  Bold  Move ;  or,  The  Game  that  was  Blocked  by 

a  Keen  Detective. 

57  The  James  Boys  as  Brigands  ;  or,  The  Bandits  of  the  Big  Blue. 

58  The  James  Boys’  Dash  for  Life  or  Death ;  or,  The  Detective’s 

Secret  Snare. 

59  The  James  Boys  in  Peril ;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Oath. 

60  The  James  Boys  and  the  Box  of  Diamonds;  or,  Scheming  for 

Millions. 

61  The  James  B6ys  Among  the  Clouds;  or,  The  Bold  Detective’s 

Fearful  Plunge. 

62  The  James  Boys’  Mystery  ;  or,  The  Bandit  Chief’s  Double. 

63  The  James  Boys’  Hut;  or,  Outwitting  Carl  Greene. 

64  The  James  Boys’  Lottery  of  Death;  or,  Running  the  Gauntlet 

With  Detectives. 

65  The  James  Boys’  Bad  Luck  ;  or,  Hard  Pushed  by  Carl  Greene. 

66  The  James  Boys’  Fort ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Twenty  Failures. 

67  The  James  Boys’  Surrender;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  First  Triumph. 

68  The  James  Boys  in  the  Mountains ;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s 

Great  Surprises. 

69  The  James  Boys’  League ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Adventres  in  an  Un¬ 

known  Land. 

70  Jesse  James’  Greatest  Crime;  or,  Carl  Green,  the  Detective,  at 

Work  in  Two  States. 

71  The  James  Boys  and  Number  Fifteen ;  or,  Carl  Greene  Joining  the 

Band. 

72  Jesse  James’  Double :  or,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective,  Baffled  by  a 

Clever  Ruse. 

73  The  James  Boys  Under  Fire;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Headlong  Chase. 

7  4  The  James  Boys  Saddle  Kings;  or,  The  Detective’s  Whirlwind  Attack. 

75  The  James  Boys’  Compact;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Strange  Adventures  at  the 

Deserted  House. 

76  The  Janies  Boys’  Newr  Foe;  or,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective’s  First  Fight 

with  the  Bandit  King. 
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PLUCK.  A  W  r)  LUC  JESL  . 

CONTAINS  ALL  SORTS  OP  STORIES.  EVERY  STORY  COMPLETE. 

33  PAGES.  BEAUTIFULLY  COLORED  COVERS.  PRICE  &  CENTS. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

130  The  Blue  Door.  A  Romance  of  Mystery.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 

gomery. 

131  Running  with  No.  6 ;  or,  The  Boy  Firemen  of  Franklin.  By  Ex- 

Fire  Chief  Warden. 

132  Little  Red  Cloud,  The  Boy  Indian  Chief.  By  an  Old  Scout. 

133  Safety-Valve  Steve  ;  or,  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  R.  H.  &  W.  By 

Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

134  The  Drunkard’s  Victim.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

135  Abandoned;  or,  The  Wolf  Man  of  the  Island.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H. 

Wilson. 

136  The  Two  Schools  at  Oakdale  ;  or,  The  Rival  Students  of  Corrina 

Lake.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

137  The  Farmer’s  Son  ;  or,  A  Young  Clerk’s  Downfall.  A  Story  of 

Country  and  City  Life.  By  Howard  Austin. 

138  The  Old  Stone  Jug;  or,  Wine,  Cards  and  Ruin.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

139  Jack  Wright  and  His  Deep  Sea  Monitor ;  or,  Searching  for  a  Ton 

of  Gold.  By  “Noname.” 

140  The  Richest  Boy  in  the  World ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Adventures  of 

a  Young  American.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

141  The  Haunted  Lake.  A  Strange  Story.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

142  In  the  Frozen  North  ;  or,  Ten  Years  in  the  Ice.  By  Howard  Austin. 

143  Around  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.  A  Story  of  Adventures  in  Many 

Lands  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

344  Young  Captain  Rock  ;  or,  The  First  of  the  White  Boys.  By  Allyn 
Draper. 

145  A  Sheet  of  Blotting  Paper ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 

Inventor.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

146  The  Diamond  Island ;  or,  Astray  in  a  Balloon.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

147  In  the  Saddle  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

148  The  Haunted  Mill  on  the  Marsh.  By  Howard  Austin. 

349  The  Young  Crusader.  A  True  Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B. 
Dowd. 

150  The  Island  of  Fire  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  a  Missing  Ship.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

151  The  Witch  Hunter's  Ward ;  or,  The  Hunted  Orphans  of  Salem. 

By  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

152  The  Castaway’s  Kingdom  ;  or,  A  Yankee  Sailor  Boy’s  Pluck.  By 

Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

153  Worth  a  Million;  or,  A  Boy’s  Fight  for  Justice.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

154  The  Drunkard’s  Warning ;  or,  The  Fruits  of  the  Wine  Cup.  By 

Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

155  The  Black  Diver  ;  or,  Dick  Sherman  in  the  Gulf.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

156  The  Haunted  Belfry  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  Old  Church  Tower. 

By  Howard  Austin. 

157  The  House  with  Three  Windows.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

158  Three  Old  Men  of  the  Sea ;  or,  The  Boys  of  Grey  Rock  Beach. 

By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

159  3,000  Years  Old  ;  or,  The  Lost  Gold  Mine  of  the  Hatchepee  Hills. 

By  Allyn  Draper. 

160  Lost  in  the  Ice.  By  Howard  Austin. 

161  The  Yellow  Diamond  ;  or,  Groping  in  the  Dark.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

162  The  Land  of  Gold ;  or,  Yankee  Jack’s  Adventures  in  Early  Aus¬ 

tralia.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

163  On  the  Plains  with  Buffalo  Bill ;  or,  Two  Years  in  the  Wild  West. 

By  an  Old  Scout. 

164  The  Cavern  of  Fire ;  or,  The  Thrilling  Adventures  of  Professor 

Hardcastle  and  Jack  Merton.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

165  Water-logged  ;  or,  Lost  in  the  Sea  of  Grass.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H. 

Wilson. 

166  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor1,  or.  Exploring  Central  Asia  in 

His  Magnetic  “Hurricane.”  By  “Noname.” 

167  Lot  77  ;  or,  Sold  to  the  Highest  Bidder.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 

gomery. 

168  The  Boy  Canoeist ;  or,  1,000  Miles  in  a  Canoe.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

169  Captain  Kidd,  Jr. ;  or.  The  Treasure  Hunters  of  Long  Island.  By 

Allan  Arnold. 

170  The  Red  Leather  Bag.  A  Weird  Story  of  Land  and  Sea.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

171  “The  Lone  Star”  ;  or,  The  Masked  Riders  of  Texas.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

172  A  New  York  Boy  out  With  Stanley  ;  or,  A  Journey  Through  Africa. 

By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

173  Afloat  With  Captain  Nemo ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Whirlpool  Island. 

By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

174  Two  Boys’  Trip  to  an  Unknown  Planet.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 

gomery. 


175  The  Two  Diamonds ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  South  African  Mines 

By  Howard  Austin. 

176  Joe.  the  Gymnast ;  or,  Three  Years  Among  the  Japs.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

177  Jack  Hawthorne,  of  No  Man’s  Land ;  or,  An  Uncrowned  King. 

By  “Noname.” 

178  Gun-Boat  Dick;  or,  Death  Before  Dishonor.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

179  A  Wizard  of  Wall  Street;  or,  The  Career  of  Henry  Carew,  Boy 

Banker.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

180  Fifty  Riders  in  Black ;  or,  The  Ravens  of  Raven  Forest,  By 

Howard  Austin. 

181  The  Boy  Rifle  Rangers;  or,  Kit  Carson’s  Three  Young  Scouts. 
I  By  An  Old  Scout. 

182  Where?  or,  Washed  into  an  Unknown  World.  By  “Noname.” 

183  Fred  Fearnaught,  the  Boy  Commander ;  or,  The  Wolves  of  the 

Sea.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

184  From  Cowboy  to  Congressman ;  or,  The  Rise  of  a  Young  Ranch¬ 

man.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

185  Sam  Spark,  the  Brave  Young  Fireman ;  or,  Always  the  First 

on  Hand.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

186  The  Poorest  Boy  in  New  York,  and  How  He  Became  Rich,  By 

N.  S.  Wood,  the  Young  American  Actor. 

187  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Sunken 

Treasure.  By  “Noname.” 

188  On  Time ;  or.  The  Young  Engineer  Rivals.  An  Exciting  Story 

of  Railroading  in  the  Northwest.  By  Jas..  C.  Merritt. 

189  Red  Jacket ;  or,  The  Boys  of  the  Farmhouse  Fort.  By  An  Old 

Scout. 

190  His  First  Glass  of  Wine  ;  or.  The  Temptations  of  City  Life.  A 

True  Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

191  The  Coral  City  ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Cruise  of  the  Yacht  Vesta. 

By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

192  Making  a  Million ;  or,  A  Smart  Boy’s  Career  in  Wall  Street.  By 

H.  Iv.  Shackleford. 

193  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Turtle ;  or,  Chasing  the  Pirates 

of  the  Spanish  Main.  By  “Noname.” 

194  Flyer  Dave,  the  Boy  Jockey ;  or,  Riding  the  Winner.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

195  The  Twenty  Gray  Wolves ;  or,  Fighting  A  Crafty  King.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

196  The  Palace  of  Gold  ;  or,  The  Secret  of  a  Lost  Race.  By  Richard 

R.  Montgomery. 

197  Jack  Wright’s  Submarine  Catamaran;  or,  The  Phantom  Ship  of 

the  Yellow  Sea.  By  “Noname.” 

198  A  Monte  Cristo  at  18 ;  or,  From  Slave  to  Avenger.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

199  The  Bloating  Gold  Mine;  or,  Adrift  In  an  Unknown  Sea.  By 

Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

200  Moll  Pitcher’s  Boy ;  or,  As  Brave  as  His  Mother.  By  Gen’l 

Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

201  “We.”  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

202  Jack  Wright  and  His  Ocean  Racer;  or,  Around  the  World  in 

20  Days.  By  “Noname.” 

203  The  Boy  Pioneers ;  or,  Tracking  an  Indian  Treasure.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

204  Still  Alarm  Sam,  the  Daring  Boy  Fireman ;  or,  Sure  to  Be  On 

Hand.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

205  Lost  on  the  Ocean  ;  or,  Ben  Bluff’s  Last  Voyage.  By  Capt.  Thos. 

H.  Wilson. 

206  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Canoe ;  or,  Working  in  the 

Revenue  Service.  By  “Noname.” 

207  Give  Him  a  Chance  ;  or,  How  Tom  Curtis  Won  His  Way.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

208  Jack  and  I  ;  or,  The  Secrets  of  King  Pharaoh’s  Caves.  By 

Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

209  Buried  5,000  Years  ;  or,  The  Treasure  of  the  Aztecs.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

210  Jack  Wright’s  Air  and  Water  Cutter;  or,  Wonderful  Adventures 

on  the  Wing  and  Afloat.  By  “Noname.” 

211  The  Broken  Bottle  :  or,  A  Jolly  Good  Fellow.  A  True  Temper¬ 

ance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

212  Slippery  Ben ;  or,  The  Boy  Spy  of  the  Revolution.  By  Gen’I 

Jas.  A.  Gordon. 
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THE  STAGE. 

No4i.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER  — 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro.  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  43.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK.- — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON'S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage  ,  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 
sst  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
aver  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
<?ull  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  cither  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
lowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
5n  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters  ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
■pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
rooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
averybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
'ogether  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bv  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
arge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  narry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
"bis  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
monev  than  any  book  published. 

No!  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-five,  Bounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun- 
drpd  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  now  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
Is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  abc  it.  There’s  happiness  in  it.  .  , 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
quette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  tbe  theatre,  church 
end  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No  27.  nOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

cy  r, , nirig  tb **  most  popular  cjurtions  in  comprising  Dutch 
4!»  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
7-t  many  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER —Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becomt 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  froro 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mos- 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  d*. 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  her . • 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  aV 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  o- 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat.  flirtation,  it  coz 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  i 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happp 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsorr 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squa? 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lov- 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquetV 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  % *>'*■ 
orally  known. 

No.  17.  ITOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  givinf  tt 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  work 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  majje 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  thi$r  bock 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  %&’ 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  fck 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  4N:C. 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hint' 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bird; 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harringfcor. 
Keene 

No. *50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  vak 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mountk 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS— Giving  coas-- 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fu 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  t&l  Vk . 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  FIOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  ani  i* 
structive  book;  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry*,  ar* 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloon.. 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  t&. 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  svrups,  essences,  etc.  etc.. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  tt . 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  tbe  United  States  anc 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hac1' 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc,,  makic-. 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR. — A  w&sr- 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  .information  in  fch  * 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  ever, 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  con 
plaints. 

No.  55.  nOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS. — Cos 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrangir  . 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE. — By  Old  King  Brad; 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down,  some  valuabl 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it  • 
also  bow  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  oths- 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  I)e 
Abney. 

No.  62.  TTOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MI  LI  TAR  • 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Por  i 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  shoulc 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Scnarens  auttm 
of  “Dow  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Compete  k 
structions  of  bow  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nava 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  descript i<y 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  j)0,c 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Gore 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Scnarens,  author  of  ‘‘How  to  liwAm,  k. 
West,  Point  Military  Cadet.”  r 
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